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France, Italy, Egypt, Greece, India... 


you'll see the wonders of the world and the great cities 
with their magnificent sights, peoples and treasures! 
See London, “gay Paree;’ ancient Rome, Cairo, Bombay, 
the Taj Mahal, Manila, Hong Kong...many others. 
Delicious meals aloft, many stopovers enroute. Truly 
the thrill of a lifetime via TWA SuperJet Airline.* 


RCA 


COLOR TELEVISION 


Ultra modern Color TV con- 
sole in fine wood veneers with 
powerful Mark Series chassis. 
260 square-inch viewable 
picture. 





A BEAUTIFUL TRAVEL WARDROBE 
FROM 


NEWARK 
PARAMUS - ¥ 


PLAINFIELD 
MENLO PARK Yn 
MORRISTOWN 
PRINCETON 
NEW JERSEY 


NEW JERSEY'S GREATEST STORE, ONE OF AMERICA'S FINES 


*TWA SUPERJET Airline is a service mark owned by TWA exclusively. 


IN PRIZES! GET YOUR SHARE! 


10 
GRUEN WATCHES 


Famous 17-jewel 
Gruen Nimrod for 
men... beautiful 17- 
jewel Gruen Fran with 
2 diamonds in rolled 
gold plate case for 
women. Unbreakable 
mainspring, anti- 
magnetic. 





20 
BRUNSWICK 
BOWLING OUTFITS 


Famous Brunswick 
bowling ball, bowling 
shoes and long-wearing 
bowling bag in beauti- 
ful Fiesta pattern. 


3 
REMINGTON RAND 
TYPEWRITERS 


Many exclusive fea- 
tures and years and 
years of top quality, 
satisfactory operation. 
You'll find many uses 
for this outstanding 
machine for home, of- 
fice and school work. 











HE WORLO 
SuperJet 


IN EBONY’s $25,000 Picturama 
CONTEST! 
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Via — Z = WHO IS THIS? 


SEY 





She was discovered by 


CA'S FINES dill : | Chick Webb at a Harlem 
1960 Ca Wiac or Imperia Amateur Night. First big hit 
was “A Tisket, A Tasket!’ 


Just think how proud and happy you would be at 
Switched to calypso and 


the wheel of this superb 1960 automobile. You'll 
get years of driving pleasure and satisfaction! 





ballads. Singing star of rec- 
ords, TV, night clubs 


E0nY Picturamaa PTIZe Contest 


BE A : This contest is open to everyone except members 
P.O. BOX 6369 of the Joh Publishing C , and their 

CHICAGO 77, ILL. families. Anyone else in the world may enter. 
; Any person may submit any number of entries. 





Picturama PRIZE WINNER! 


TODAY is the day to act! Get your big start by a ; F ~— 
Satin dies ond waliien & tn to te The name of the person in the picture is: 


Prize Contest Editor. He‘ll rush complete details 


te you by return mail. Then you will have as ; ; ; ; 
geed a chance as anyone else in the world to win _ Please rush me all the details on how | can win a big prize 
in your Picturama Contest. 


one of these fabulous Picturama Prizes! 


FILL OUT AND MAIL TODAY! 





NAME 





ADDRESS 





CITY —ZONE__STATE 
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GOOD 


T0 
USE 





. Completely comfortable 

. Invisible in place 

. No odor can form 

. No belts, pins, pads 

. Insert it in seconds 

. Easy to dispose of 

. Worn internally. No chafing 

. No need to remove for baths 
. Conceals readily in purse 

. No need to touch Tampax itself 
. More poise, more freedom 

. It's the modern way! 


Tampax® internal sanitary 
protection comes in 3 
absorbencies (Regular, Super, 
Junior) wherever such 
products are sold. 


TAMPAX rain nes. 





REASONS 


TAMPAX 
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Words of Praise 


I am a housewife. I just got around to read- 
ing my February issue of TaN Magazine. I 
found it very interesting. I was particularly in- 
terested in the story, “I Needed Her Man.” 
Both of the models for this story were extremely 
charming. I don’t recall seeing the male model 
in your magazine before. Please let us see more 
of him. 





Delores Weatherspoon 
Chicago, Ill. 


I finished reading your February issue of 
TAN last night. I really enjoyed it. It was the 
second one I have read. Now I am a fan of TAN 
Magazine, and shail never miss another. All 
the stories were wonderful, but I don’t know 
which one I enjoyed the most. But if I just had 
to make a choice, I’d say “Pushover,” and “I 
Needed Her Man.” Keep up the good work. 

Laura Lewis 
New Orleans, La. 


I am one of hundreds of your readers, and 
want to say that I think you have a wonderful 
magazine. 

I just finished the February issue, and would 
like to comment on the story, “I Needed Her 
Man.” It was one of the best stories that I have 
found in a magazine in a long time. 

Keep up the good material in your magazine. 
It is tops with gobs of us. 

i 


Chicago, III. 


As one of a group of regular readers of TAN, 
I was elected to congratulate you on what we 
think is “the” nicest cover we’ve seen in ages. 
The cover of our praise is that of your March 
issue, Miss Sylvia Gomez. 

Do you think it would be possible to see 
more of Miss Gomez in your magazine? We at 
Garden City Junior College would appreciate it. 

Jayme G. Dias 
Garden City, Kansas 


I have come up with only one answer dur- 
ing the six years I have been reading TAN Mag- 
azine, and that is the best. 

I have just finished reading the March issue, 
and I enjoyed the story “The Lie” very much. 

Miss Dinah Lee McCutcheon 
Philadelphia, Pa. 





A monthly romance maga- 
zine that brings the every- 
day drama of love, marriage 
and emotional conflicts to 
your front door. 


TAN also contains a won- 
derful Home Service section 
giving you the how-to-do-it 
information on Beauty— 
Food—Haircare and tips for 
young mothers. 


Why not enjoy TAN for a 
full year at the special in- 
troductory offer of only 
$2.00. Copies will be deliv- 
ered to your door by mail. 


—_—_— 


This offer limited—ACT NOW! 








Hair care 


Child care 
TAWN magazine 1820 S. Michigan Chicage 16, Illinois 
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| would like very much for you to publish my 
name in your Pen Pal section. I am 17 years 
of age, have dark brown hair, medium brown 
eyes and light brown complexion. 
| would love to correspond with young men 
from all over the world, between the ages of 
18 and 21. My hobbies are dancing, rock and 
roll, and modern jazz. 
Sandra Browne 
4105 Cambridge St. 
Philadelphia 4, Pa. 
| am a constant reader of Tan Magazine, and 
would be very much interested in becoming a 
member of your Pen Pals column. I am 26 years 
old, 5’9” tall, weigh 176 Ibs. I have brown eyes, 
black hair and tan complexion. 


My hobbies are weight lifting, football, 
basketball, reading, movies, and I do like all 
sorts of music. I am a draughtsman and would 
like to have Pen Pals of both sexes, especially 


from the United States and U.K. 
[ will promptly answer all letters and ex- 
change photos. 
Joseph P. Sonne 
Parkinson Howard Ltd. 
Post Office Box 11 
Tema-Ghana 
West Africa 
I’ve been a reader of your magazine for some 
time and would appreciate it very much if you 
would publish my letter in your Pen Pal col- 
umns 
I am 21 years of age, olive complexion, au- 
burn hair and hazel eyes. I weigh 128 lbs., and 
my height is 5’8”. My hobbies are reading, writ- 
ing, photography, modern jazz, and bowling if 
you ple ase 
I would like to correspond with young men 
and women from all over the world. I can speak 
Spanish fluently and a little French. I will 
inswer all letters promptly and exchange photos 


if y 
Videllia M. O’Neal 
2311 Gordon St. 
.New Orleans, La. 

I am a devoted reader of your TAN Magazine 
and enjoy reading it to the fullest extent. Your 
Pen Pal column has become a very important 
thing to me. I have written many friends in 
these columns, but I now want the chance to 
give myself as a Pen Pal to others. 

[ am a high school student, 17, with brown 
black hair and brown complexion. My 
height is 5'1”, weight 118 lbs. My friends seem 
to think I am cute. My hobbies are reading, 
dancing, sewing, cooking and music. I like pro 
football, ice skating, and writing also. 

Promise to answer all letters with no excep- 
f nationality or age. 


ou wish 


eves 


tions 
Snavia Jean Jones 

2748 N.W. 48th St. 

Miami 42, Fla. 

I have become quite interested in TAN these 
past few months, and find myself anxiously 
waiting for the next following issue. I would 
be most pleased if you would find time and 


space one day to put my name in your Pen Pal 
column 

Being a sailor stationed over in Naples, Italy, 
I can’t help but wonder what else is going on 
around me. I am 21 years old, 5’7”, 145 lbs., 
have black hair, brown eyes and medium brown 


I would be delighted in hearing 


ri omple xion 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


from girls everywhere. I will definitely answer 
all letters and will gladly exchange photos. 

Tony Powers YN3 

U. S. Naval Air Facility 

Navy 566 Div 30 

c/o Fleet Post Office 

New York, New York 

I would appreciate it very much if you would 
publish my name in your Pen Pal section of 
Tan Magazine. I am 16 years old, 5’5” tall, 
weigh 115 lbs. My complexion is light brown, 
and I have black hair and brown eyes. My 
hobbies are reading, writing, listening to good 
music and watching TV. 

I would like to correspond with girls and 
boys (prefer boys) between the ages of 17 to 
20. I promise to answer all letters promptly. 
Will also exchange photos if requested. 

Nler LaRuth Johnson 
Rt. 6, Box 113 
Franklin, Tex. 

I would very much appreciate it if you would 
add my name to your Pen Pal column. I am a 
Negro, 18 years old, height 5’10” tall, and my 
weight is 167 lbs. I have black hair, brown eyes 
and dark brown complexion. [ am a member 
of the Air Force. 

I will answer all letters and exchange photo 
upon request. I would like to correspond with 
young ladies between the ages of 16 and 19. 
Thank you. 

A/3C Terry L. McDaniels 
AF 17547468 

Box 248 

34th Air Refueling Sqdn. 
Offutt A.F.B., Neb. 

I am a regular reader of Tan Magazine, and 
would like very much for my name to appear 
in the Pen Pal section. I am 18 years old, 
5’74%” tall, have dark brown hair and medium 
brown complexion. 

I would like to correspond with girls and boys 
between the ages of 17 to 26. I like to dance, 
play records and skate. All letters will be an- 
swered and I will exchange photos. Thank you. 

Judythe Collins 
252 9th St., N.E. 
Washington 3, D. C. 

I am a regular reader of TAN and would like 
to have my name published in the Pen Pal col- 
umns. I am 19 years, 5’11” tall, have brown 
eyes, black hair, with a medium brown com- 
plexion. My hobbies are writing letters, collect- 
ing records, and basketball. 

I would like to correspond with boys and girls 
all over the world between the ages of 16 to 21, 
regardless of race, creed or color. I will answer 
all letters and will be glad to exchange photos. 

Ronald Shelton 
2911 W. Lanvale St. 
Baltimore 16, Md. 

I would appreciate it very much if you would 
print my letter in your magazine. I enjoy read- 
ing TAN very much. 

I am 20 years old, have medium brown com- 
plexion, brown hair, brown eyes, and am 54” 
tall. I like singing, all types of music, dancing, 
reading, and like to correspond with others. I 
have completed two years of college, where I 
majored in secretarial training. 

I would like to hear from some nice young 
men and women about my age. I will answer 
promptly and exchange photos. Race or na- 


tionality doesn’t matter, 
Elizabeth C. Shepherd 
1040 Convent St. 
Tuscaloosa, Ala. 

I am serving in the United States Marine 
Corps, stationed at Camp Lejeune, North Car- 
olina. I have been enjoying Tan Magazine for 
many years. 

I am 20 years old, 59%”, brown complexion, 
and weigh 151 lbs. I would like to correspond 
with young ladies or men, regardless of race, 
nationality, etc. I enjoy reading, singing and 
many sports. I shall answer all letters. 

Pvt. Cloyd McAllister 
D-1-2-2 F.M.F. 
Camp Lejeune, N. C. 

I am a regular reader of Tan Magazine. I 
would like very much if you would please enter 
my name in your Pen Pal column. 

I am a Negro girl, attending DuSable High 
School in Chicago. I am 17 years old, 5’7”, 
weight 135 Ibs. I have light brown complexion, 
black hair, and brown eyes. I enjoy music, 
sports, painting, and talking with nice young 
fellows. I would like to correspond with boys 
of ages 17 to 19, maybe 20. 

I promise to answer each letter directly. | 
will gladly exchange my photo with those who 
wish to exchange theirs. 

Louise Beverly Jones 
5339 Indiana Ave. 
Chicago 15, Ill. 

I am 29 years old, medium built, with brown 
eyes and brown complexion. I am a stock clerk 
for A.B.C. Paramount Records, Inc. I am quite 
lonely and would appreciate if you would in- 
clude my name in your Pen Pal column. 

I'll exchange photos and answer all letters. 
I'd like to correspond with young ladies be- 
tween 25-30. I am a native Ohioian, a veteran. 
My hobbies include music, movies, swimming 
and dancing. 

Thanks kindly for your considerations. 

William Morris 
437 Manhattan Ave. #59 
New York 26, New York 

May I extend heartiest greetings from down 
Texas way to all you good TAN readers. I am 
an ardent reader of your fine publication. 

I would like to correspond with young men 
and women between the ages of 20 and 25. I am 
21 years of age, have brown hair and dark 
brown eyes. My skin color is medium brown. 

I am an amateur writer. My hobbies are read- 
ing, writing stories, poems, songs, and com- 
posing jive talk. My birthdate is January 7th. 
Do I have a birthday twin? Come on, all you 
swinging Pen Pals, and lets get the letters 
rolling. 

Maxine Jacobs 
Route 2, Box 494 
Nacogdoches, Tex. 

It would be deeply appreciated if you were 
to insert my name and address in your Pen 
Pal section. I am a pre-medical student at- 
tending Texas Southern University. I am 
5/9” tall, 23 years of age, dark brown complex- 
ion, and weigh 155 Ibs. 

I will answer all letters without fail. 

Donald Dennis 

Box 214 

Texas Southern University 
Houston 4, Tex. 
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By EVE LYNNE 


EAR EVE: 

I am a young lady of 19, and 
married to a very nice man, aged 23. | 
love him very much. He attends college, 
and is away from home all week until 
weekends. We have two children, a little 
boy, 19 months, and a baby girl, 9 
months. 

But the children are no problem. The 
lady next door baby-sits for us any time, 
without any charge. But my husband is a 
deacon. When he is home on weekends 
and I ask him to take me to a club, he 
thinks it is wrong for a deacon to go out. 
He does not want me to go to the movies 
when he is home. 

I do not do anything but take care of 
the children while he is away. Please let 
me hear from you soon, and tell me 
what you think. 

M. L. 
Dear M. L.: 

You must have known that your hus- 
band was a deacon, and what his feelings 
were toward secular activities, before 
you married him. Since you have such 
a handy babysitter, you should, yourself, 
join women’s social clubs, the YWCA, 
volunteer group—any constructive and 
recreational activities you can find to 
occupy your interests while he is gone. 
But do not pressure your husband to 
go against his beliefs. 


Dear Eve: 
I am 26 years old, and have a very 
serious problem. I am in love with a 


white boy. He is 21 years old. I have 


been working for his family for over a 
year, and he has been asking me for 
dates for about five months. But we al- 
ways have to hide and keep it a secret, 
as it is forbidden here in South Carolina 
to date white boys. 

He has told me many times that he 
loves me, but when we are around his 
family, he has to act as if there is noth- 
ing between us, and that hurts me very 
much. But just to have him look at me 
makes my spine quiver with excitement, 
and I love him very much. 

What can I do? Am I wasting my 
time with this boy? Should I find some- 
one my own color? Please tell me what 
to do in your next TAN issue. 

A. B. 
Dear A. B.: 

The chances that this is, or could be, 
real love on the part of either of you, are 
very slim indeed. Don’t take a chance. 


Dear Eve: 

I’m a girl, 18, have finished high 
school. My problem is, I have a baby. 
My baby’s father wants me to marry 
him. I really don’t know if I love him 
well enough to marry him. I once loved 
him, and he went away and left me. 

I received letters from him, and he 
came back to see me every once in a 
while, and now he wants to return to me. 
I don’t know how my reactions are to- 
ward him now. 

Please tell me what to do. I’m des- 
perate. 

X. Y. Z. 
Dear X. Y. Z.: 

If you can forgive his failing you 
when you were both much younger, there 
would be certain advantages to your 
child, and yourself, in marrying the 
child’s father. However, if you are not 
sure that you love him, you might take 
either of two alternatives—ask him to 
wait a certain period of time, or simply 
say no. 

You should feel free to make your 
choice for the sake of your child and 
your own self, and not that you have to 
marry him because of any social pres- 
sure. It’s a little late for that. 


Dear Eve: 
I am fifteen years old and don’t know 
any girls. What shall I do? 
J. R. 
Dear J. R.: 
Become the bosom buddy of a boy 
who does. 








TRUST YODORA 


Get the beauty-cream deodorant... 
fortified for protection you can trust. 
Yodora is smooth white. . . specially 
kind to normal 
delicate skin. 
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BETTER...BY McKESSON 





SEE everything on 


your TELEVISION 


in thrilling 

















LOW PRICED, HIGH QUALITY 
ALL-OVER FULL CAP WIGS 





6168: Fleur De Lis. Short 
feathered effect all around 
with a perky bang of short 
feather curls. A Lg 4 
natural style. Side part. $25.99 
EASY TO CLEAN AND RESTYLE 

State color desired, or send sample of hair for matching. 
$3.50 extra for mixed grey or light shades. 


SAVE MONEY. Send full amount, we pay al! postage. 
SEND NO MONEY. We send C.0.0. You pay all postal fees. 





Meney Back \. . 
HOWARD TRESSES Dept. TA-17 
317 W. 125 New York 27, WN. Y. 








~“] 














Do you want 


A HEAD OF HAIR 
that looks LOVELIER LONGER? 





3-Day Test 
For ‘oF Quick Triple Action with BERNEL'S WAR CREAM 

cream with triple action gives 
f air 2 new softer luster with glowing 
vighlights that even enhances the beauty 
{ long flowing hair. It contains loads of 
ANOLIN AND RICH OILS to lubricate 


DRY, BREAKING, FALLING-OFF, SPLIT Lanclin-Rich 49 

En CHY SCALP. Excellent thin hair, 5 
temple massaging-grooming aid. Keeps all perl? 

types of hair lovelier longer. Has non- 

greasy effect. Giant family size $2.20. Reg- HAIR CREAM 





jlar size $1.10. if C.0.D. postage extra. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 


NELSON’S COSMETICS Dept. T-5 
Box 104, G.P.0., New York 1, N.Y. 


POEMS 


* Wanted To Be Set To Music 
* by America’s Largest Song Studio. 
rs 
f 








Send Poems. Immediate consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 


IVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, 228 BEACON BLDG., BOSTON, MASS. 





WANT TO MAKE MEN LOVE YOU? 


LAMOUR LOVE DROPS PERFUME — 
payin unforgettable aroma attracts 
and holds love, ae fails! Be glam- 


rous, romantic. e n love 

Get that special c ° irresisti 
ble terrific in ir romantic 
desires. A tiny drop for days 
Regular $5 value. Only $: ith er 
(3 for $5) .75 if C.0.D. with 
oy. directio: MO) G 

A EE. I 





your 32 rig) 


LAMOUR CO., Dept. 6-T 220 Ww. 42 St., N. ¥. 36 








BRIGHT 
NICKELLED 


Ss. & W. 
.38 SPECIAL 
2” BBL. 
seenins 


__tevouMt 1s sggrsll 


this ane’ 6 6-sho! 
with swing out al is a terrific buy. Fine 
0 nside & out. Fixed sights, with rich nickel- 
p ed = nish and oe my —. ose. Fires pop. Amer- 
ca 38 special $. & W. ammo. 2” barrel model 
only $39 98 Quality” —, holster only beh 9S. Send 
as he OD's veanies $13.00 deposit. 
Calif res "ald Gee clan tom. Shipped FOB, Los An- 
geles Exorese Charges coliect. ow money back 
guarantee. Must be 18 yrs. or ol 


SEAPORT | TRADERS, 1 Inc. Dept. TA-S 
2 Angeles 15, Calif. 

























‘ DOUBLE ACTION 
= Sa COLORS GRAY HAIRBLAQK 














ATALL DRUG STO 














} ern Danny Staton, who 

sang his way onto the Steve Al- 
len TV show behind one hit record 
(Love And Affection) hasn’t been 
heard from since his last night club 
engagement in Montreal, Canada, 
several months ago. His managers 
would like to know where he is and 
what’s happening. 


Danny Staton 


Fighter-actor Archie Moore ex- 
plains why he and his famous brother-in-law, actor Sidney 
Poitier (their wives are sisters), get along so famously. 
Says Arch: “He doesn’t give me any pointers on acting and 
so I don’t give him any pointers on fighting.” 


Sister Clara Ward and her singers were the first 
American gospel group to tour South America . . . they 
opened in Rio on Easter Sunday. Sister Clara’s costumes 
for the tour would shake even Carmen Miranda, who was 
noted for her wild getups. 


The “Queen” (Dinah Washington, that is ) has fallen 
off the marriage-go-round again and while denying that 
she had actually picked up the papers in Mexico to make 
the split legal, spouse Rusty Maillard was frankly admitting 
to all that he “would welcome the opportunity to become 
known as Dinah Washington’s ex-husband No. 6.” 


A TV version of Sammy Davis Jr.’s Broadway hit, 
Mr. Wonderful, is still being tossed around by the networks 
—but without Sammy. Latest star to nix the role was singer 
Bobby Darin, simply because he’s a close pal of Sammy’s. 


Sammy, meanwhile, is taking off for England and a 
stint at London’s Pigalle at what is reported the biggest 
fee ever paid for an entertainer in that city. Considering 
the “all” Sammy puts into his act, he’ll no doubt deserve it. 


TV’s Steve Allen wrote the words to pianist Erroll 
Garner’s latest keyboard composition, Solitaire, and already 
several top stars are racing to record it. 


Lionel Hampton, who wrote the music score for the 
movie Force Of Impulse, which stars Robert Alda and Joan 
Crawford’s daughter, Christine, will also play a part on 
screen. The film, which was shot in Miami, is the story of 
a teen-age kidnaping. 


Singer Roy Hamilton, who is also an accomplished 
artist, has completed a series of religious paintings, inspired 
by his latest LP, “Roy Hamilton (Continued on Page 69 ) 
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Pearl Bailey 





Sidney Poitier 





Lonnie Sattin 





Roy Hamilton 
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Al #2470 ALASKAN BELLE 
Take 2 tip from the gals of 
the Yukon- slip on a sheath 
trimmed with flirtatious rabbit 
fur. There's nothing smarter to 
flatter your legs' Rayon and 
acetate satin. White. Black 
Red. Emeraid ali with White 
fur. Sizes 8 to 20 $24.99 


3 | #2632 SOFT SHOULDER 
jothing clings like crepe and 
no style’s as sensationally 
flattering as this crepe won 
der! Chiffon’s wonderful for 
your bosom. Rayon Acetate 


Biack, White, Red. Sizes 10\ 
$12.99 


to 16 


i] #3396 
NIPETTE SWEETHEART 
Never before at such a price 
such a waist cincher' Nylon 
ieno elastic molds to more 
feminine lines. High bodice 
LIFTS bosom to new UP. keeps 
it there. Flexible boning helps 
beautify from bosom to hips 
Rayon satin inserts. White 
Waist Sizes 26 to 32 inches 
$5.99 


oO #3389 MADELEINE 

Point up your beauty with this 
wide shape cup that lifts and 
points you to new. youthful 
highs. Copy of crafty French 
original, im rayon satin and 
nylon sheer. White. Black 
32 to 38 A. B.C $3.99 


| #2829 VAMPIRE WEB 

Frederick's creates a siren 
sure delight. Plunge neck un 
earths eye-catching cleavage 
enhanced by fully-boned 
bosom-buriding bust. Shimmer 
ing rayon and acetate farlle 
snuggles your skin in seduc 
tive sheath style. slits in front 
to reveal Barely enough ieg 
Bach lunges to Iovely low 
depths too. with dramatic web 
of grosgrain weaving patter of 
delight. A head-turner, front 
and back. Black, Red or Tur 
quoise. Sizes 10 to 18. $19.99 
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Mi +2676 ENGAGEN 
Take the plunge to glamour 
front_and backselegant woven 
to-look-like-linen rayon and 
acetate. Black. Mint. Pink 
Blue Sizes 8 to 18 $17.99 


a #3218 HIP ENHANCER 
lemarkable foam rubber pads 
— round you out to feminine 
loveliness. Wonderful for heavy 
lower thighs, too. Knitted Ray- 
on Acetate Powerflex. Remov- 
able garters. White, Black. 
Waist Sizes 22 inch to 30 
inch. $8.99 


EB] «15:0 CHECK CHICK 

Timiest next to nothing bikin: 
in checked cotton. Flattering 
bra puts YOU on top Bikini 
pants zip at back with Naughty 
derriere bow tre Blue, Pink 
Mint, all with White. Sizes 32 
to 388 $4.99 


ia #2472 ILLUSION 

Oh, ta. lait really looks like 
you've absolutely nothing up 
there' Of course. it’s really 
that girl's best friend, nylon 
sheer. Rayon and nyion matte 
jersey Black. White. Corai 
Sizes 8 to 20 $17.99 


#3434 DEMI-DARE 

Oniy the Europeans who de 
signed this revealing, half-bra 
know how they did it! you get 
wondrous UPI:ft from this 
little nothing! Underwiring and 
side pad urges toward cleav- 
age which is bare! But 
secure Nylon. Cotton. Elastic 
and Rayon. White. Black, 
Orchid. Sizes 32 to 38B cup 

$5.00 


#3220 HIDDEN FLATTERY 
Removable foam rubber pads 
give you that rounded look. 
Rayon and cotton power net. 
Cut high up from thigh. White 
or Black. Sizes 23” to 30” 
waist. 


#1323 LACE LORELE! 
“i-ming lace on nude 
Naughty. but neat. Acetate las 
tex wraps around waist. built 
bra adds to your WOW! 
Straps detach. Midnight Black 
or Pear! White. Sizes 32 to 38 


#3277 «=TWO-TIMER 
Miracle under-an-ounce foam 
rubber pads fit into miracu- 
lously shaped pockets on hip 
and derriere. Knitted nylon 
Powerflex. Black or White. 
Waist sizes 22 in to 30 in. 

12.99 


0 #2556 INDIAN PRINCESS 
Doctor, lawyer, even an Indian 
chief, will like the way you 
look in this dramatic taffeta 
check with the twinkling jew- 
eled buttons! Fits beautifully. 
Acetate. Black, Red. 

Sizes 8 to 16. $9.99) 
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BE WRONG? 
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For centuries wives have been afraid to 


ask questions about the most intimate 


aspects of their married life. But the 


time has come to speak up—and learn! 


ADELYN LOOKED AT HER REFLECTION in the full-length mirror with 

smiling approval. A pretty bride of three weeks or so, she was justifiably 
pleased with her appearance. She wore her favorite negligee, a lovely coral con- 
coction that had been a shower present from her best friend. Her shoulder length 
brown hair (too long for “fashion,” but her husband Bob’s favorite length) had 
been brushed until it shone. Madelyn had a good, though slim, figure before she 
was married, but she had noticed already that she was adding a few pounds in what 
Bob would call the right places. 

She turned slightly for a side view and then, hearing the sound of the shower 
being suddenly turned off in the adjoining bathroom, she walked over to the dress- 
ing table and quickly applied a touch of her precious French perfume. Picking 
up a hair brush, she began brushing her already shining hair, and found, somehow, 
that the strokes were so vigorous they almost hurt her scalp. In a few moments, 
the door from the bathroom opened, and there stood her husband, Bob, his usual 
crazy, fun-loving, devil-may-care self, with a grin that showed he was king of the 
world. This was her own beloved husband. This was the moment of anticipation of 
love. Madelyn felt an immediate surge of pleasure, but then, just for a moment, 
the unfailingly truthful reflection in the mirror gave back to her the message in 
her own eyes—mixed with the moment of pleasure was terror, monstrous, hysterical 
terror of the greatest magnitude she had ever known in all her young life, or was 
perhaps to ever know! 

Madelyn, and many, many others like her, does not talk of her “problem” for 
many reasons. She doesn’t know how to talk about it. She’s filled with embarrass- 
ment at the idea of discussing such personal, intimate things. Most of all, she is 
somewhat fearful of her own ignorance, her own personal limitations. 

There are, however, others—not the Madelyns of this world—who will ask their 
doctors, or counselors, or write letters inquiring, some timidly, many versions of 
the same question: “My husband wants to—bring variety into our sexual relations. 
Is this right? Is this normal? I love him, but I am terribly hurt and confused by 
the way he acts. Please don’t print my name, but please, please help me! Please 
tell me what to do!” 

To add to the young wife’s distress is the fact that, in most instances, she will 
not receive a direct answer. So, first of all, it should be said that in most areas of 
human relations, there cannot be one pat answer for a prescribed situation, because 
every individual, every two individuals, are different. As goes the old cliché, one 
man’s meat is another man’s poison. Never was this so true as in the indefinable 
wonder and magic of the relationship between two people in love. 

Most authorities will say firmly that whatever may occur between two individuals 
of opposite sex which adds to their mutual pleasure in each other, is right and 
normal. Is this statement, then, carte blanche, a “go ahead” signal for the mate— 
usually the man—who has the most sexual know-how, the most adventuresome spirit, 
to proceed without any inquiry as to the wishes and desires of his wife? No, it is 
not. So often, the second half of the advice is forgotten—anything that brings 
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Wonderful things happen 





when your complexion is clear, bright, Nadinola-light 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, big pores, blackheads 
cheat you of charm. Chase away 
those bad-complexion blues with 
NADINOLA Bleaching Cream. 
Nothing—absolutely nothing— 
will improve your skin faster, in 
more different ways! 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
[his remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient of NADINOLA works deep 
down within the skin to brighten 
and lighten it, combat blackheads 


NADINOLA 


SLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, — se-oily. Brightens skin, 


clearer, lighter and lovelier. 
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and externally caused pimples. 
Soon your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. Friends 
will say you look years younger! 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napi- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you will be delighted with 
its results. There are two types 
of NADINOLA— one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 
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FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is 





FOR DRY SKIN 
The original Nadinola 
is enriched with fine 

cosmetic oils to relieve 
dryness. 25c to $1.25 


lessens shine at the 








CAN OUR 
LOVE 
BE WRONG? 


mutual pleasure and understanding, or 
in which both are agreed. 

After five years of a most unsatisfac- 
tory married life, Dorothy X sat tear- 
fully in a lawyer’s office trying to explain 
to him why she wanted a divorce. She 
was thin, nervous, and seemingly afraid 
of her own shadow. Streaks of gray 
showed prominently in her dark brown 
hair, although her face was still young 
looking, and the lawyer looked with sur- 
prise at her age, which he had listed in 
his notes on the case. After much pa- 
tient questioning, and the best use of 
what he remembered from freshman 
psychology class in college, he finally 
extracted the following halting state- 
ments from Dorothy: 

“At first, | wanted to be just exactly 
as my husband wanted me. I thought 
he was some sort of God, and that every- 
thing he did was right. If something 
was new or strange to me, I felt / was 
the fool, the stupid, ignorant one. This 
—this was true of our sex life, too. There 
were—things—he did, and wanted me 
to do that—I’d never known about be- 
fore—” 

She stopped, looking around in a 
caged, trapped fashion, then, with prod- 
ding from the lawyer, continued, almost 





crying. 

“I—I’m not a prude, I don’t think. | 
enjoy sex and have no embarrassment 
about the human body, but he seemed to 
try and make me feel like a fool, and 
he preferred his—unusual methods to 
normal sex, substttuted them for the com- 
plete sex act. I—I wanted so to make 
our love and our marriage a wonderful 
oneness but, because of his preferences, 
I’m—losing the ability to enjoy normal 
sex. I don’t know what’s happening to 
me, and I’m horribly confused and 
afraid.” 

She was crying miserably now, more 
a sick whimper than a brave release of 
tears. 








or 








The lawyer, who had thought he was 
trying to help, hastily tried to reassure 
her and, mentally turning in his psychia- 
trist’s license, mumbled, ““Uh—yes, uh— 
incompatibility—and why don’t you see 
your doctor about these—other prob- 
lems?” 

Dorothy looked up and, smiling thinly, 
said, “Oh, I did. I did. He told me some 
nice-sounding words, frowned, and when 
I said I planned to see a lawyer, he 
looked relieved, and said he wouldn’t 
discourage me. He didn’t answer my 
questions, though! Why won’t somebody 
tell me? Why won’t somebody say what’s 
right or wrong?” 

Dorothy X is a classic, and exag- 
gerated, example of the difficulties that 
can arise out of lack of communication 
between two people. She was emotion- 
ally disturbed and, in her fears, had 
sought reassurance and a firm dividing 
line from, of course, those very people 
who cannot make a cut and dried divid- 
ing line—those persons who treat physi- 
cal and emotional illnesses. No one could 
tell Dorothy X that either she or her 
husband was wrong, insane, or abnor- 
mal, although there were times when 
Dorothy would have preferred any solu- 
tion to the horrible feeling of conflict. 

From Dorothy’s point of view, her 
husband was rather far from the norm. 
But because of the way Dorothy, herself, 
had let their lives together become, be- 
cause she had not discussed certain prob- 
lems with him, their lives had become 
far from the norm. But in another 
situation, and with the reins of proper 
restraint and direction, both would per- 
haps be perfectly normal people. Doro- 
thy thought she was a sensible woman, 
and that she had done her best. Un- 
fortunately for their love and marriage, 
her husband’s range of thinking and 
living was far, far out, and there could 
not be a meeting of the minds. They 
were just two human beings who were 
wrong for each other, she finally con- 
cluded, and crawled off to lick her 
wounds and slowly try to rebuild a new 
life. 

More common, perhaps, is the reverse 
situation, in which the wife, because of 
childhood teachings and restrictions, or 
her own inability to cope with life, is 
unable to enjoy and encourage even 
minor and occasional excursions into 
the unusual. 

Yvonne Y, an only child and adored 
by her parents, (Continued on Page 75 ) 












Massengille 


Powder 


for feminine hygiene 


Massengill Powder is used for feminine hygiene 
by women everywhere. It assures you of personal 
daintiness. 


3 


for 


Its ‘‘clean’’ refreshing fragrance makes you con- 
fident you will not offend. Unlike “home-made” 
preparations, it is effective for many hours. 
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pharmacy. 


Solutions of Massengill Powder are easy to pre- 
pare. Cleansing, soothing, non-staining. Recom- 
mended by doctors and used in hospitals. 


Use Massengill Powder—and be sure. 
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THE S. E. MASSENGILL COMPANY, Bristol, Tennessee 
Please send me (in a plain package) free samples of Massengill Powder. 
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now what it’s like to drive your man to 


edge of his endurance. to goad him out 








his sanity—and to regret it forever 





S GOD IS MY JUDGE, I never 
meant to drive Ocie so hard or so 
far. I only wanted to push him ahead, 
make him realize his full potential. You 
see, I was convinced my husband was 
something special, and I tried every way 
I knew how to make him feel the same 
way. When I found out that he was an 
ordinary man, with all the fears and 
doubts of an ordinary man, it was too 
late. He had reached the breaking point. 
And in one awful moment of stark 
realization, as I gazed in horror at Ocie 
standing on the edge of the roof, I knew 
I was to blame. The guilt for this break- 
down of a fine, sensitive mind rested on 
my immortal soul. And only heaven 
knew if I could say something, do some- 
thing to prevent the tragedy that was 
about to occur... . 

Ocie had been very ill when I first met 
him. He was a patient at the VA hospi- 
tal where I worked as a nurse’s aid. It 
was the best job I could get after be- 
coming a widow. I had married at 19 
and four years later my husband Joe had 
been killed in an auto accident. For two 
years I had been a lonely widow, trying 
to feed, clothe and be both mother and 
father to Danny, who was three, and 
Marla, 18 months old when she lost her 
father. Then one bright spring day I 























met strong, handsome Ocie Wills and I 
wasn’t lonely any more. 

Ocie had been wounded in Korea and 
after his discharge had joined the police 
force. His present injury resulted from; 
his heroic capture of a pair of gunmen 
during a hold-up attempt on a liquor 
store. One of the criminals had slugged 
Ocie with a blackjack at the same in- 
stant that Ocie had shot him. 

When I first began taking care of him, 
bandages covered the steel plate the doc- 
tors had put in to replace the crushed 
bone of his skull. We were attracted to 
each other from the first day we met. 
Soon we were friends and I was begin- 
ning to look at Ocie, not as another pa- 
tient, but as a robust, gay, and very 
eligible bachelor. 

In the quiet hours before dawn when 
Ocie was too restless to sleep, I’d sit with 
him and talk, or bring him coffee from 
the canteen and help him with his ciga- 
As we talked, I came to know 
quite a bit about Ocie Wills. 

In some ways he was a strange man. 
He was big and powerfully built, and 
it was easy to imagine he would make a 
good soldier or officer of the law. Yet, 
he seemed to be a very gentle man. In 
fact, he surprised me by confiding that 
he hadn’t liked the army very much. I’d 
asked him to tell me about his wartime 
experiences, hoping to hear tales even 
more heroic than his capture of the 
bandits. But Ocie was strangely reti- 
cent about that period of his life. 

“It was rugged, Francine,” he said 
once, closing his eyes as if to shut out 
the memories. “I don’t like to talk about 
Korea—as a matter of fact, I can’t even 
recall details any more. -All I know is— 
it was hell.” 

At the time, I thought he was just be- 


rette 


ing modest, and it made me love him all 
the more. Yes, I had fallen in love with 
the big, giant of a man I helped nurse 


back to health. As I watched Ocie grow 
stronger day by day I couldn’t help 
thinking how wonderful it would be for 
my fatherless children to have someone 
like him to look up to. 

And just as wonderful was the idea of 
having a strong shoulder to lean on, of 
having someone take over the burden of 
supporting my little family. I'd be able 
to devote more time to Danny and 
Marla, make a real home for them. For 
myself, there was the promise of love, 
companionship and security. 

“Yes, I can see how it would be a 
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I wouldn’t listen to the words of 


caution; I refused to heed the 


warning signs. All I really cared 


about was filling that terrible 


void in my life. All I wanted was 


to love and be loved by a man 


perfect arrangement—for you,” said 
Rose Atkins, the nurse I worked with, 
when I told her what was on my mind. 

“Why do you put it like that?” I 
asked. “It would work out fine for Ocie, 


” 


too. 

Thoughtfully, she fingered the band- 
ages I had rolled for her. “I hope so.” 

I had an awful moment of anxiety. 
“There’s nothing wrong with Ocie, is 
there?” I demanded. “I mean, he can 
have—well, he told me he liked children 
and even though I’m sure he'll love 
Danny and Marla, he’ll want kids of his 
own. But—” 

Rose glanced at me quickly. “As far 
as I know,” she said, “there’s nothing 
like that wrong with the patient. But 
he’s been through two horrible experi- 
ences. Maybe they’ve left some scars 
inside.” 

“Is that what the doctor says?” 

She admitted that she was only voic- 
ing her own opinion and | gave it no 
further thought. After all, she was only 
a nurse. I said as much, adding, “Be- 
sides, I was only daydreaming, Rose. 
You talk as if Ocie had proposed to me 
and I’d accepted.” 


A smile softened her features. “Don’t 
worry, he'll get around to proposing— 
there’s nothing wrong with his eyes!” 

Her compliment made me feel good, 
and after she left to go on her rounds I 
examined myself in the mirror. I was 
no teen-ager, and I knew well that being 
saddled with two young children would 
not help a widow’s chances for remar- 
riage, no matter how attractive she was. 
So I tried always to look my best. 

My uniform, which resembled that of 
a nurse, fit me just right. I had taken it 
in so that my full curves showed to best 
advantage. I was no raving beauty, | 
knew, but I learned to use make-up well. 
I sincerely hoped that Rose was right— 
that Ocie would see me as a desirable 
woman who could make him happy after 
he left the hospital, and not only as one 
of the staff who had helped him get well. 

I wasn’t cold-blooded; I had no in- 
tention of taking all and giving nothing. 
I honestly believed that I had a lot to 
offer Ocie. I would give him all the love 
of a warm-hearted woman who had been 
without male companionship for two 
long years; I would give him two beau- 
tiful children who were young enough to 
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“1 was wrong,” | pleaded with Ocie. 
now. He seemed 


helped you. That’s what I want to do 


“7? should have 


to relax a little, and as I talked, one o} the poli emen 


moved tou ard him, . 


learn to accept him as their own father. 
But most important of all, I would help 
the man I married get ahead, help him to 
become anything he wanted to be. 

I felt very strongly on this point. It 
was a wife’s duty, I felt, to give her hus- 
band all the help and moral support she 
could. Little did I realize then that this 
would be the rock on which my marriage 
would crack up. 

It was shortly before Ocie was to be 
discharged that I found out how he felt 
about me. On the top floor of the hospi- 
tal was a solarium where ambulatory pa- 
tients could move around or just sit in 
the sun. I was settling an elderly woman 
patient comfortably into a wheel chair 
when Ocie walked in. I’d never seen him 
on his feet before and I was impressed 
by the size of him. He stood tall and 
handsome in his plaid robe. 

He waved and flashed me a smile, and 
a few moments later I went over and 
joined him at the window. As we gazed 
down on the street below I said, “Well, 
at the rate you’re improving you'll be 
right in the middle of all that hustle and 
bustle in no time at all.” 


He nodded solemnly. “I know . . . 





and the idea kind of scares me,” he 
said. 

“A great big guy like you scared?” | 
laughed. “I think you’re just trying to 
get sympathy from me.” 

“You’ve given me that already, Fran- 
cine,” Ocie said. “That’s something I'll 
miss when I leave.” 

“Oh, you'll be too busy to think much 
about any of us here at the hospital. 
Our job will be over when you walk out 
the door.” 

He looked at me searchingly. “I don’t 
want it to end between you and me, 
Francine.” he said. “I have a feeling that 
things will go better for me if you’re 
around.” 

I hid my pleasure under a light man- 
ner. “You'll probably be too busy with 
attractive young girls to have time for a 
widow with two children,” I said. 

Ocie shook his head. “No, I—I want 
to see you after I get out. You’ve been 
so sweet and kind and—well, I’ve just 
got to, that’s all.” 

He took my hands and turned me to 
face him. “How about it, Francine? 
Please say you will.” 

“Of course, Ocie. If you want to con- 





tinue our friendship it would make me 
very happy.” 


HE FIRST TIME Ocie called on me 

1 cooked a special dinner for him, 
and I made sure the children were all 
dressed up and on their best behavior. 
My heart leaped when I saw how quickly 
he and the children became friends, and 
Danny took to Ocie the way I’d always 
dreamed he’d do when the right man for 
me came along. I realized more than 
ever how much Danny and Marla needed 
a father, and as I watched the way they 
got along with Ocie I became convinced 
that he was the man Id been looking for. 

I still felt the same way, even after 
Ocie and I sat talking over coffee after 
the kids had been put to bed. “I don’t 
know . . . I can’t seem to get started, 
Francine,” Ocie said, staring into his 
half-empty cup. “I’m still on sick-leave 
from the police force, but I’m not sure I 
want to go back.” 

“Give yourself time,” I said. “Look 
around for something else before you 
make up your mind. Do you have any 
idea what you'd really like to do?” 

He gave me (Continued on Page 57) 
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excitement: wanting 
him, wanting him, 
just as badly as I 
had always wanted him 











S YOUNG MAN’S FOOL! 


I knew what it was to be burned by the 
wildfire called love. I had a broken 
marriage and two children to prove it. 


Why couldn’t I be content now I had 









an older man’s devotion and security? 


— ISN’T A DAY goes by that I don’t get down on 

my knees and thank God for giving me my beloved hus- 
band. When I look at his dear head, shining silver under the 
light, as he helps my teen-aged daughters with their home- 
work, my heart nearly bursts. Then as | glance at our two 
little boys playing merrily at my feet, | could shout my 
happiness to the world. That is why I am writing this story. 
It could have been tragically different! 

I was the oldest of six children. We lived on a farm in 
central Wisconsin. Life was very hard for all of us. It was 
sand country, poor soil for making a decent living. My 
mother married young and was never a strong woman. My 
father, a gruff, silent man, had no ambition at all. So a lot 
of work fell on me because I was the oldest and the only one 
of the family who seemed to have any get-up-and-go. 

Luckily school wasn’t hard for me. I enjoyed every part 
of it. I was pretty and very popular with both boys and girls. 
I remember how excited I was when Joe Baker, president of 
the junior class, asked me to be his queen at the prom. Joe was 
darkly handsome with twinkling eyes and a teasing dimple 
that showed when he smiled. He was six feet tall, slim, strong 
and as one of my girl friends said, “all man.” Every girl in 
school envied me. 

But that was the year that mother had a miscarriage that 
nearly killed her. She was in the hospital fighting for her 
life for six weeks. With hospital and doctor bills, we barely 
had enough to eat. There was absolutely no money for any- 





thing foolish like a party dress, or any extra necessities. 

So Joe took somebody else to the biggest event of the year, 
while I stayed home and cried myself to sleep. Gone was 
the thrill of my floating in Joe’s arms, dressed in a billowing, 
white chiffon dress that displayed my lovely figure and did 
things for my smooth, tan skin. Smashed was the one dream 
that I most wanted to come true. It was during that long, 
tearful night that I vowed that I would never again allow 
anybody to stop me from having a good time. 

The summer I graduated, I got a job in town where all 
my friends lived, including Joe Baker. I took a cheap room 
in a boarding house, sent five dollars a week home and spent 
the rest on myself. My folk didn’t mind my leaving so long 
as they received a check every week. As for me, I never 
wanted to see the farm again as long as I lived, although I 
did miss Mother terribly at first. In her tired way she was 
always kind and gentle with all of us. 

I had been dating Joe off and on all through high school 
and now that we both had graduated and I had moved to 
town, he became more and more interested in me. He had 
a car and a good job at a meat packing plant. His mother 
was dead and he and his father lived alone. Since his dad 
travelled a lot, there was no one to whom Joe had to be 
responsible. He was as carefree as a bird and so was I. We 
did the town nearly every night, dancing and acting crazy. 
Our romance was a gay mixture of laughter and love-making. 
But I was smart enough to stop Joe from going too far with 
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OLD MAN'S 
DARLING, 
YOUNG MAN'S 
FOOL! 






me even though many times every pore 
in my body seemed to be screaming for 
him. 

Joe asked me to marry him on my 
eighteenth birthday. 

We spent our honeymoon at a fancy 
hotel right in town. For three days we 
packed in enough excitement to last a 
whole year. Joe was a wildly passionate 
lover. I was mad about him and he felt 
the same way. We couldn’t stand being 
near each other without touching. It 
was a glorious time while it lasted. 

One month after our wedding day | 
knew I was pregnant. It was a blow to 
both of us, because we thought we had 
been careful not to have that happen. 

“Me—a father!” Joe gasped. “Impos- 
sible!” He threw back his dark head and 
laughed and laughed. 

“It’s not funny!” I snapped. 

“It’s very, very funny,” Joe replied. 
“You'll sure look a sight. I'll have to 
find myself another dancing partner, 
won't I, Diane?” 

“Not right away,” I said eagerly. “It 
won't show right away.” 

“You mean you're actually going 
through with it?” Joe’s eyebrows shot up 
in astonishment. 

“Of course I’m going through with 
it,” I answered flatly. “What else can I 
do?” 

“| heard some fellows at work talking 
about what can be done. There are doc- 
tors who can take care of you, if you 
know where to look,” he assured me. 

Horrified, I stared at him. “You are 
out of your mind! Besides what’s so 
terrible about a baby?” 

“Once you start, you'll probably have 
a half dozen, just like your mother. 
What’ll happen to your figure then?” he 
sneered. “You might as well understand 
right now that I don’t want any kids— 
ever!” With those words he put on his 


jacket and went out. 
I felt numb when he left. Surely he 
didn’t mean what he said! But down 






deep, I knew that the only thing that held 
Joe to me was my looks and carefree 
attitude. 
How right I was! When I grew heavy 
and my love of fun changed into a feel- Joe was still young and fun and charming, 


ing of concern for my unborn baby, Joe 


became disgusted with me. all of the things my husband wasn’t. 
When little Lisa was born, he didn’t 7 


even come to the hospital to see us. | Could I help it if I felt Ate old fires 


was heart-broken. Mother and my sister, 

Betty, visited me one day, but I said being re-kindled, the old urge reborn? 
nothing about Joe’s attitude. Betty, who 

was fourteen, said that she had heard 

some of the older kids talking about how 

Joe was throwing money around. 

““He—he’s probably just celebrating,” 
I said. 

Mother gave me a strange look before 
she left. “Joe is no good,” she said 
bluntly. 

But I thought that in time Joe would 


learn to know and love Lisa the way I 

did. He didn’t. He was sullen and re- 

sentful from the moment I brought her ’ 
“ 


home. I tried to keep her out of his 


sight as much as possible, because he 


swore and cursed when she cried and ~ 
refused to look at her when she didn’t. 
However, once I got my figure and 
strength back, he seemed just as crazy 
about me as he ever had been. When 
he took me in his arms, caressing me Pa te 
and whispering sweet talk in my ears, I 
could think of nothing else. Joe smoth- 
ered all conversation and arguments with 
kisses. I felt sure that things would work 
out. 


( 


Then, when Lisa was four months old, 
I got pregnant again. I tried to keep 
Joe from finding out right away, but he 
knew almost as soon as I -did. 

“I won’t stand for your having an- 
other baby,” he stormed. “This time 
you're getting rid of it for sure.” 

“Please, Joe,” I begged. “I'll take 
care of it so you won't be bothered. 
Please.” 

“No!” he shouted, shaking me by the 
shoulders. “I hate kids, Diane. I want 
you for myself, just the way you are.” 





A million thoughts spun through my 
head. Did I really want to have another 
baby? Lisa was enough. Good times 
were important to me, too. Maybe it 
would be better to get rid of it, even ete 
though I was taking an awful chance. “Sin So’ 
But an illegal operation might even kill 
me! I was scared. And hadn’t Joe 
wanted me to “do something” before 
Lisa came? (Continued on Page 52) 
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obody believed 


but I knew 
truth about 


mother-in-law 


D JUST started to make the 
for dinner when my 
n-law called out, “Mar- 


ved the skillet off the stove 
lisgustedly and hurried to 
room. Bob would be home 
yrk any minute and I want- 
ier ready by that time. 
Bob’s cousin, was going to 
the evening with Bob’s 
» that Bob and I could go 
ovies, which was quite an 
for us, since someone had 
th her at all times. 
walked down the hall to 
her-in-law’s room, the full 
f my life fell into place 
1e with each step I took. 
g would it last? 1 wasn’t 
demanding person and I 
ed Bob’s mother, but this 
»yming too much for me. 
yr later it was going to 
ur marriage—drastically. 
it had driven a wedge be- 
b and me. He was always 
lefensive where his mother 
erned. As far as he was 


‘Give me a chance to prove it’, I pleaded with 
Bob. Not just for our sakes, but for hers, too. 
It was the only chance I had to bring what I -us- 


pected about his mother right out in the open 











concerned, she was perfect. 

I entered her room and went 
over to the bed. “Yes, Mother?” 

“Dear, could you please fix me a 
cup of tea? I don’t believe I'll have 
any dinner. Just the tea, and per- 
haps a piece of toast.” She smiled 
at me apologetically. “I know 
you're busy and I hate to bother 
you just now.” 

“It’s all right, Mother. As soon 
as I’ve made the gravy, I'll bring 
your tray in.” 

“Gravy? Well, perhaps I will 
have just a tiny bit of gravy and 
a smidgin of potatoes.” 

I tried to hide my amusement. | 
knew that if I came in with any- 
thing less than a full dinner for her 
—regardless of what she asked for 
—she would feel hurt. I went back 
to the kitchen, wondering how 
anyone who was confined to his 
bed day in and day out could pos- 
stbly have such a huge appetite. 
Unless she was getting exercise, 
which I knew was ridiculous. 
Yet—I shrugged the feeling away. 
It was impossible! Even the doc- 
tors had said she was unable to 
walk at all; that she could not even 
set up by herself in the bed, though 
they were baffled as to the cause 
of her inability, other than a psy- 
chological block. Physically, she 
was in perfect condition, but as 
Doctor Howard had told us, “It 
happens all too frequently.” 

Stirring the gravy, I thought 
back to the time I had first met 





Sihe Wanted 
to Own Us? 


| had to let Bob know what was 


happening behind his back. | 


had to warn him of this dark 


cloud gathering over our marriage 


had been dating his cousin, 

casionally, who lived with Bob 

amily. When he had introduced 

sob Rogers, I knew then and there 

the man I wanted to spend the 
life with. 

1 I rented a tiny apartment. 

*n we had been married not 

» months, Bob’s father died 

of a heart attack and Bob’s 
vecame ill in an obscure way. 
ly took to her bed and refused 

There was nothing else to do, 

move in with her. Someone 
ke care of her. James moved 
since there was no extra bed- 
| the workload would have been 
for me. However, he still con- 
ting his evening meal with us 
e was no restaurant nearby to 
or job. 

ly, she had to be waited on 
1 foot, though I didn’t mind 

nuch, other than the fact that 

our social life somewhat. Bob 

g help to me in the evenings. 
was home he always attended 
h gave me some respite. They 
y close and it had never en- 
mind to resent it. But I did re- 
ness and deceit, regardless of 
person. 

t in our relationship was be- 
vider and wider. Our bedroom 
to hers, and the walls were thin. 
rivacy was ruining our married 
| only in desperation would Bob 


i hear James outside with Bob 


now as I poured the finished gravy in 
a bowl. I removed the baked pork 
chops from the oven, then prepared 
Mother’s tray, wondering how it would 
all end. We hadn’t even had a chance 
for a real married life. 

“My, that does look good,” she told 
me when I took her tray to her. “I doubt 
if I can eat half of it, though.” I helped 
her into a sitting position, then handed 
her a shawl, and while she settled it 
around her shoulders, I got her bed tray 
from the closet. 

“Run along, child, and eat your own 
dinner. I'll be fine now,” she told me. 
I couldn’t help but wonder how she 
could be so cheerful and happy in view 
of her incapacitation. I doubted if | 
would be able to hold up the way she was 
doing. 

Just before we left for the movies, we 
went in to say goodbye. James was in 
the living room watching television. She 
was still sitting up in bed, reading. Bob 
went over and adjusted her shawl more 
snugly around her shoulders. 

“James will see to me, Bob,” she as- 
sured him serenely. “You two go on, be- 
fore you miss your movie.” 

“You're sure you'll be all right?” Bob 
asked her worriedly. 

“Of course. James tends to me as well 
as anyone else.” I waited impatiently. 
This could go on all night. 


HE NEXT EVENING, while I was 
clearing the dinner table and Bob 
was in with his mother, James came out 
to the kitchen and sat down at the table. 








“Martha, I wanted to ask you—do you 
remember whether or not Aunt Mary 
had her shawl on when you left her last 
night?” 

I thought for a moment, then remem- 
bering, answered, “Yes. She was sitting 
up, reading, when we left.” 

“That’s what I thought,” he said, a 
puzzled expression on his face. “Then 
how come when I went in to her later, 
her shawl was laying on the chair by the 
door, clear across the room?” 

“What? Oh—well, either you're see- 
ing things, or your memory has gone 
bad on you,” I teased. 

“You know better than that, Martha,” 
he scolded me lightly. 

“Maybe she threw it over there, not 
wanting to bother you,” I suggested. 

“That’s quite a distance. If that’s true, 
I think [ll get her on a good baseball 
team.” Then he shrugged. “Sure, I 
suppose that’s it. What else could it be?” 

I found myself staring at him, won- 
dering if he had experienced the same 
things I had in the past. I remembered 
back to several weeks ago when I had 
gone in to see if she needed anything. 

“Martha, would you please move the 
night table just a wee bit closer to the 
bed?” she asked. “It hurts my arm if I 
have to reach out too far.” 

I moved the table a fraction of an 
inch, which placed it right up against 
her bed. Honestly! I shoved my irrita- 
tion aside, reminding myself that she was 
old and childish. “How is that?” I asked 


her. 





“Just fine, but dear,” she complained 
weakly, “the sun is blinding me. Would 
you mind lowering the shade just a 
little?” 

“That’s odd,” 1 murmured. “I just 
lowered the shade at lunch.” I knew I 
had, definitely. But how did it get in a 
higher position? 

“Maybe it snapped back up while I 
was dozing,” she suggested. 

“Possibly,” I answered, giving the 
shade a good work-out. No, there wasn’t 
anything wrong with it, not that I could 
see. And besides, if it had “snapped up,” 


Ps : as she suggested, it would have sent the 
I casped as Bob brushed past me, rushing ice) roll clear to the top. Well, I knew there 


the form of his mother on the floor. Her eves had to be a logical explanation, but at 
' ‘ that moment, I was too tired to figure it 


e: 


flashed angrily as she looked straight at me ait. 


a And now, putting the dishes in the hot, 
; soapy water, | was more puzzled than 
ever. I told James what I had been 

thinking, then (Continued on Page 70 ) 
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i] STIRRED AND YAWNED CONTENTED as the light flutter 


of the window shade broke my sleep. Beside me. my darling 


husband of just thirty-six hours slept deeply. his face soft and 
boyish in relaxation. The early morning sun cast long blades of 
light on the dark rug. I lay very still. treasuring each moment of 
awakening. Oh, Chris, | thought gladly. / never dreamed | would 
be so happy. Thank you for making me your wife! 

He reached out in his sleep and took my hand. It was as if he 
had heard my unspoken words of love. I prayed then that it would 
ever be like this—that Chris and | could always be this close. | 
pressed his hand gently to my breast and turned a little to stare at 
his lean, handsome face, his long. muscular body under the covers. 
I'd fallen wildly in love with him the day we met just five months 
ago. It had been a rainy day and I had just gotten out of work 











Leuvei Eg 
Jealousy 


| bumped into Chris. It was my fault, and I apologized. 
| laughed, let his brown eyes meet mine for a long second, 
said, “But it’s my fault, beautiful.” I blushed and protested 
my fault, and like two silly fools, we stood in the rain and 
ed about it. Later, we admitted it was because we were at- 
d to each other and didn’t want to just nod and pass out of 
ther’s life forever. 
t you can’t stand arguing on a crowded street corner forever, 
fter a couple of minutes, Chris tipped his hat and that was 
Or so I thought. But just five minutes later, we met at the 
top. That time, I laughed when Chris said, “Can’t say we 
n’t met before, beautiful,” and sat down in the seat beside 
| was thrilled, and a strange quivering feeling stole over me 
tayed with me during the whole five months I knew Chris, 
though a part of me kept whispering, “He’s a wolf, not the 
kind of guy you’ve made up your mind to marry some day.” 
was gay, handsome, full of laughter. He knew the right 
to say to make a girl feel like a princess—a princess who 
loved and valued. Still, | dared not let my whole heart be 
by his charms. At least, I thought I was on guard. I didn’t 
he thrill of wild romance to turn into heartbreak and disil- 
) as it had for Mom. My father had been charming and 
some, too. And he had broken my mother’s heart because 
man wasn’t enough for him. Not even my wonderful Mom. 
| would live without thrilling passion. I wanted a husband 
would be steady and good, a man who would love me and 
yr me and our children all our lives. Not one who would 
t his wife and little girl at the sight of another pair of pretty 
. again and again. 
ly the armor | built around my heart gradually crumbled. | 
| Chris too wildly, too deeply, to worry about future heart- 
I let myself believe his words of devotion, of a future of 
ness as his wife. I knew that he meant them, and I was sure 
y love for him would guarantee our happiness even though 
sre both young. 


. CHRISTOPHER STOKES. I breathed the words over 
and over happily. Just thirty-six hours ago, my last trace of 





the ugly insinuation 


ringing in her voice 


resistance to the wild romance Chris offered me faded away, and 
we had eloped together. At seventeen, I married a young man I 
loved with my whole heart. A young man who had said a thousand 
times, “Sure, I’ve been wild, Jan. I’ve sowed my wild oats, I’ve 
made mistakes and learned plenty of lessons. Now all I want in 
life is a chance to make you happy—for keeps.” 

For keeps. Those were the two words I had clung to. I wanted 
to belong to Chris for keeps. 

The brown eyes opened, and a smile made them crinkle up at 
the corners. “Hi, beautiful,” he said lazily, pulling me close. I 
hugged him tight, with the feverish abandon I hadn’t known slept 
within me all these years. “Hi, darling,” I murmured softly, kiss- 
ing him again gently. 

There was something wonderful about this new intimacy of mar- 
riage, something remarkable about the lightning-quick, flaming 
way we excited each other. It happened so easily that I hardly be- 
lieved my own passion; the magical touch that started the emo- 
tional landslide. 

“How about some breakfast, sleepy-head?” I said quickly, almost 
ashamed of the sudden flood of feeling within me. 

“Later,” he murmured, brushing his lips along my ear. 

I made a half-hearted effort to pull away from him. “You need 
your nourishment,” I teased. 

“Much later,” he said again as he gathered me in his arms. 

Now there was no teasing, no half-hearted attempts to pull away. 
I wanted to be his—completely. 

The loud knock on the door came then. I started a little, feel- 
ing almost guilty even though we were man and wife—legally. 
“Western Union,” a masculine voice called out. 

Chris pulled on his robe. He looked at me and chuckled. “You'll 
get used to it, sweetheart.” And I knew he had sensed the sudden, 
brief feeling of guilt I had a minute before. 

He brought the telegram unopened to the bed. “I’m sure it’s 
from Neal. He never puts anything off!” Neal was the older 
brother who had looked out for Chris after his parents died. Neal 
was thirty-two, a settled, quiet guy, I had gathered from the way 
Chris spoke of him. Chris worshipped him. He had gone into 
Neal’s small lumber business as soon as he got out of high school. 
Neal had been almost a father to Chris because there were twelve 
years between them and their own father had been ill for many 
years before he died two years earlier. Chris had stayed on in the 
family “half” of the duplex house that their parents had left the 
two boys. Neal and his wife Phyllis lived in the other half of the 
house, and Chris had taken his meals with them since the death 
of their parents. He had stayed on in the family half of the 
duplex house at Neal’s insistence. Chris had wanted Neal to rent 
it out, but Neal had pointed out that when a man reaches the age 
of twenty he often thinks about settling down and raising a family. 
Chris said he had laughed when Neal said this—and now Neal 
was the one who would be laughing. 

“Good old Neal!” He handed me the wire. Neal, in just ten 
words, offered congratulations and a redecoration job of the apart- 
ment as a gift. It was signed, “Neal and Phyllis.” 

“What's she like, really?” I asked quietly, sorry at once as his 
bright smile vanished for a fleeting moment. Then his face was 


-bright again. “You'll like Phyllis. I’m sure you'll get on fine 


with my only relatives.” 

He nestled me in his arms then, and as the first throb of pas- 
sion started within me, I forgot about everything except the won- 
derful guy I married. (Continued on Page 61 } 
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woman love too much? 
can if she’s a mother, 
d blind to the sins in 


‘y own flesh and blood 





1Y BOBBY WAS five years old I came 
om work with my arms full of birth- 
s for him. He ran to meet me, a smile 
lips, and for an instant I thought my 
| stop. That smile. It was Joe all over 
Even after four years of widowhood I 
member my husband without feeling as 
16 was gone. 
ed my packages and caught Bobby up in 
Mother came in from the kitchen where 





she was preparing dinner and shook her head as she 
saw the number of gifts. 

“You spoil him, Janet,” she said. “He’s got more 
toys than two children need.” 

I kissed Bobby’s soft cheek and hugged him 
tight. “I don’t care,” I said. “He hasn’t a father 
and | have to make it up to him. If Joe were alive.” 
I stopped because I couldn’t go on. 

The past four years slipped away as I thought of 
the happiness I had known and lost. If only Joe 
had lived to help me rear his son, but Bobby was 
only a year old when Joe’s racing motorcycle went 
out of control on a turn and he crashed into a tree. 

Now I had to be both father and mother to our 
son and regardless of whether Mother thought | 
spoiled him, I was determined that he should have 
everything he would have had if Joe had lived. 

I pictured him growing up into as fine a man as 
his father and marrying some girl who would love 
him as I’d loved Joe. That was all I asked of life. 
The thought of remarrying had never entered my 
mind. How could I let another man make love to 
me with the memory of Joe’s caresses still as fresh 
as if it had been yesterday. 

Mother and I didn’t agree on the way I was rear- 
4 ing Bobby. She insisted I was too easy with him. 
“You let your heart rule instead of your head,” 
she accused. “Bobby is a wonderful child, but he 
does have faults, if you’d just open your eyes and 
see them.” 

“Such as what?” I asked and there was anger in 
my voice. 

“Well, all those things he brings home.” Mother 
went on. “Where does he get them?” 

“He finds them,” I answered. 

“That’s what he says, but is he telling the truth?” 

“Bobby doesn’t lie,” I answered. “If he says he 
found them, he did.” 

Mother shrugged and turned away. “You're too 
soft with him. He knows he only has to look at you 
with those big eyes and tell you something and 
you'll swallow it. He needs more discipline.” 

“It’s love he needs,” I said stubbornly, 
punishment.” 

The first hint I had that his grandmother might 
be right came when Bobby was ten years old. It 
; : ; was a Saturday afternoon and Mother was out 
Sudden anger replaced Bobby’s smile. “What shopping when I had a visit from Bobby’s teacher. 
We talked about various things for a few min- 
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right have you got to sneep im my : tuff: utes, then she seemed to make up her mind. “I hate 
he demanded. ‘**So I found the junk. Is that to tell you this, Mrs. Harrison,” she began, but 
— : something must be done about Bobby. He’s been 

a crime?” All] at once, I felt very tired taking things from the other pupils’ desks.” 


Instantly I was on the defensive. “Oh, no!” I said. 
“That isn’t true. Bobby wouldn’t steal.” 
Her eyes were soft with pity as she shook her 


head. “I didn’t want to believe it either,” she told 
me, “but I watched him and I caught him taking 
money from one of the girl’s purses.” 
= lll “How much was it? I'll give it to you and you 
: can put it back.” I reached for my purse but she 
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The 
Heart 
Cannot 


Judge 


put out her hand and stopped me. 

‘Do you think that is the way to 
handle it? Bobby is young and if he is 
made to realize what he has done it may 
stop him from doing something worse. 
Why not make him work it out some 
It will be a good lesson for him.” 

Stubbornly I shook my head. “Ill 
handle it my way. I'll give you the 
money, then I'll talk to Bobby.” 

She didn’t want to take the money and 
| knew as I watched her leave that she 
felt | was handling it all wrong. But I 
was right, I told myself. The way to 
help him was to act as if it wasn’t too 
important, but that he mustn’t do it 
again. 

When he came home from the movie 
[ told him what his teacher had said. He 
put his arms around my neck and 
pressed his smooth cheek against mine. 

I’ve got the sweetest mother in all the 
world,” he said, exactly as if I hadn’t 
said anything. 

| put my hand on his shoulders and 
held him off so I could see his face. 
“Didn’t you hear what I told you?” I 
asked. “Your teacher says you took 
money from a girl’s purse. Don’t you 


way 


know that’s wrong?” 

He shook his head, his big brown eyes, 
so like his father’s, looking at me with a 
disarming expression of injured inno- 
cense. 

‘But | didn’t steal it, Mom, honest I 
[ just borrowed it until my next 
allowance. | meant to give it back to 


didn’t 


. ; 
ner 
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“ 


I wanted to believe him, with all my 
heart I wanted to, so I choked back any 
doubts I might have had and pulled him 
into my arms. 

“Promise me you won’t ever borrow 
anything again, darling,” I begged. “It 
may not seem like stealing to you but 
that is what everyone will think.” 

He smiled Joe’s smile. “I promise.” 

As I watched him run out doors I was 
uneasy. I knew, without anyone telling 
me, that what I’d said to him hadn’t 
made any lasting impression. Had I 
been too easy, as Mother always in- 
sisted? Should I have punished him? 
Was that the only way to teach a child 
right from wrong? But I couldn’t per- 
suade myself that I was wrong. If I 
loved him enough and showed him I 
trusted him, he would turn out all right. 

For weeks I watched him, dreading to 





hear that he had taken something else, 
but as time passed and nothing more 
happened, I relaxed and quit worrying. 

I had handled it right, I thought ex- 
ultantly. If I had punished him it might 
have made him resentful. This way I 
had made him see that it wasn’t right to 
take things that didn’t belong to him 
and at the same time I had kept his love 
and confidence. 


|: owed WAS in high school when 
the next blow fell. Maybe there had 
been indications all along but because 
I loved him so much and wanted to be- 
lieve he was honest and good, I probably 
closed my eyes to things I didn’t want 
to believe. 
One Saturday when he was on a hike 
with the Boy Scouts, and Mother had 


gone to some kind of a lecture, I decided 


it was a fine chance to straighten up the 
attic. 

I remember I was unusually happy 
that day. I’d been given a substantial 
raise in my job and Bobby had been 
such an angel that life seemed almost 
too good to be true. 

I almost gave up when I opened the 
attic door and looked around the room. 
What a mess! There was the accumula- 
tion of years. Everything we didn’t want 
or need had been put up there and left 
to gather dust. Well the Goodwill In. 
dustries would have a field day when | 
got everything sorted out. 

I’d been at work for a couple of hours 
and was beginning to see the end when 
I came across a small chest I remem- 
bered someone had given Bobby years 
before. It was almost hidden behind a 
big, old-fashioned trunk and I nearly 


It was just little 
things at first, the 
sort of things kids 
find around school 


missed it. Later I was to wish I had. 

With no thought that my happiness 
was to end right there, I lifted the lid. 
For a moment I stared at the contents 
and I could actually feel the blood 
draining from my face. It seemed that 
for a moment my heart actually stopped. 
then began to beat in great sickening 
throbs. 

I put out my hand and picked up one 
of the objects, a dainty gold, ladies’ 
watch. Where had it come from? I'd 
never seen it before. Beside it was a 
fountain pen, an expensive one. One 
after another I removed the contents of 
the chest while shock held me numb. As 
if he were standing right there beside 
me, I could hear Bobby’s childish voice, 
“I found them Mom, honest I did.” 

“Oh no,” I breathed in an agony of 
sick fear. “He can’t be a thief! There’s 
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some explanation.” But even as | 
thought it, I knew I was arguing against 
the knowledge that he had stolen the 
things. If he really had found them he 
would have showed them to me. 

My hands felt as if they had been held 
too long in ice water as I removed one 
after another of the items in the box. 
The last thing was a worn plastic wallet 
I had given him years before. He had 
been so proud of it and had carried it 
for a long time. Then one day he told 
me he’d lost it. 

Now there it was among all the things 
I knew he would say he’d found. With 
stiff fingers I picked up the wallet. It 
was bulging so that when I pulled it out 
of the box the clasp came open and sev- 
eral bills fell into my lap. 

I don’t know how long I sat there, 
staring down at the money. I was afraid 


But the little things 
got to be big things, 
and at last I knew 


my son was a thief 


to count it. If 1 didn’t know how much 
it was I might be able to persuade my- 
self that he had saved it out of his al- 
lowance. But finally I did count it. 
There was eighty dollars in bills. I was 
positive he hadn’t saved that much. 

An almost forgotten memory flashed 
into my mind of his teacher saying, “I 
caught him taking money from a girl’s 
purse.” 

But why ...why.. 
self in a kind of frenzy. I gave him a 
generous allowance. He didn’t need to 
steal. He knew that if he needed any- 
thing extra I’d gladly give him the 
money. 


? I asked my- 


I was physically ill as I returned 
everything to the box. What should I 
do? I could no longer close my eyes to 
what Bobby was doing. I had to take 
some action, but what? It was a little 


late now for discipline. Bobby was al- 
most grown. 

I'd talk to him, I decided. I had to 
get it through to him that what he was 
doing was wrong. If I didn’t he might 
sometime get mixed up with the police 
and I wouldn’t be able to protect him as 
I'd always done. 

I waited until he came home and 
when I heard his footsteps on the porch I 
braced myself. I mustn’t let him get 
around me this time. I must be firm. I 
could no longer weakly give in and hope 
that everything would come out all 
right. 

He came bursting into the room, his 
good-looking face flushed from the day 
in the open. “Hi, Mom,” he said, then 
he seemed to realize something was 
wrong. 

““‘What’s the matter, Mom?” he asked. 





“Don’t you feel well?” 

Slowly I shook my head. “I’m not 
sick but I almost wish I were. Bobby 
where did you get all that stuff you’ve 
got hidden up in the attic?” 

For a moment his face was blank, 
then he grinned. “Oh, you mean that old 
chest I had when I was a kid.” 

I nodded. Then as if it were a 
familiar scene I had witnessed before, | 
saw his dark eyes flicker. He picked up 
a magazine from the table and started 
riffing the pages. 

“It isn’t mine,” he told me. “It be- 
longs to Dick. He asked me to take care 
of it for him.” 

I wanted to believe him. Dear God, 
how I wanted to, but I couldn’t. “Bob- 
by,” I said sharply, “you’re not telling 
the truth. Your old wallet is in that 
chest and there is eighty dollars in it.” 


He threw the magazine down and an- 
ger replaced his smile. “What right have 
you got to snoop in my stuff?” he de- 
manded. “So I found the junk. Is that 
any crime?” 

So often he’d given that explanation 
when he brought home something and 
always before I’d accepted it, but this 
time I couldn’t. “You found eighty dol- 
lars?” I asked. 

“Oh for cripes sake, quit nagging!” 
he yelled. “I found some of it and saved 
the rest.” He whirled and stamped out 
of the room, leaving me in a state of col- 
lapse. 

He was lying. He hadn’t found that 
stuff. He had taken it from his school- 
mates’ desks, I was as positive as if I’d 
seen him, but I couldn’t go to the police. 
I couldn’t bring myself to accuse my son 
of being a thief. I had to find some way 
to make him change. 

Slowly, feeling like a tired old woman, 
I climbed the stairs to my room. I for- 
got all about dinner until Mother called 
me, and apparently Bobby wasn’t hungry 
for he didn’t come downstairs. 

By ten o’clock I had worked myself 
into such a nervous headache | had to 
go to bed but I might as well have stayed 
up for I never closed my eyes all night. 
Over and over one picture persisted, of 
Bobby caught stealing and being 
dragged off to jail. If that ever hap- 
pened, I knew it would be the end. | 
couldn’t protect him once he was arrest- 
ed. I didn’t realize that | was still think- 
ing in terms of protecting him instead of 
straightening him out. 


OTHER WAS GETTING OLD and 

I insisted that she sleep late in the 
mornings and let me take care of the 
breakfast. I was glad of that now in 
case Bobby said anything, but I hated 
to go down stairs. I expected Bobby to 
be sullen or angry and after my sleep- 
less night I felt I couldn’t take much 
more. But when he came down he was 
whistling and as cheerful as if nothing 
had happened. 

“Hi, Mom,” he said as he grabbed me 
around the waist and kissed me. “Those 
waffles look good. Hope you made 
plenty of batter.” 

“I did,” I answered. It was all I could 
say. Didn’t he feel any shame or re- 
morse for what he’d done? 

I waited untjl he had eaten all the 
waffles he wanted, then I poured myself 
a cup of coffee and sat down. 
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“Bobby,” I said, “what are you guing 
to do about that stuff in the chest?” 

For an instant I thought he was going 
to be angry again, then he grinned and 
reaching across the table, patted my hand. 
“Don’t you worry, Mom, I'll take care of 
ag 

“You mean you'll give it back?” I asked. 

He shrugged. “What else?” 

My heart lightened as I watched him 
get up and start out of the room. Maybe 
the shock of having me find it, and of ac- 
cusing him of theft, had done what all my 
love hadn’t been able to do. Maybe now he 
would realize where he was heading and 
stop. 

I waited a few days then I went up to 
the attic once more. The chest was still 
there but when I opened it I found it 
empty. So Bobby had kept his word. He 
had taken everything back. I felt as if a 
two-ton weight had been lifted from my 
shoulders. 


E WAS NINETEEN when the final 
blow fell. He hadn’t wanted to go to 
college but had applied for a job with a 
wholesale jewelers. In a way I was dis- 
appointed, for not having had a college 
education myself, I’d wanted one for him. 
But in another way I was relieved. [| 
wouldn’t admit it, even to myself, but I 
was afraid to have him away from home 
where there would be no restraint at all. 
That spring Mother caught cold and it 
developed into pneumonia. In a matter of 
hours she was gone. Later, when the blow 
fell, | was glad she wasn’t there to be hurt 
for she loved Bobby every bit as much as 
I did, although she was more sensible 
about it. 

The summer passed uneventfully, with 
Bobby happy in his work and as the 
months went by and nothing else happened, 
I told myself that he had learned his les- 
son. Now that he was working and earning 
his own money he would have a different 
outlook on life. 

Christmas was almost there and Bobby 
began making all kinds of plans for it. 
“We'll have a tree, a big one,” he told me, 
“and we'll invite all our friends in for 
Christmas Eve. What do you say?” 

“T say yes, of course,” I answered. Noth- 
ing could have pleased me more. I'd no- 
ticed lately that he’d been more than a 
little interested in a girl, a slender girl 
with the biggest, hrownest eyes imaginable, 
and a voice that was like a caress. 

You only had to be around them for a 
few minutes to see she was crazy about 
Bobby. I was delighted that he seemed to 
return her affection. Of course he was 
young to get married, but I’d rather see 
him marry at nineteen and settle down, 
than to worry over him getting into trouble. 
Maybe Sue would have more success with 
him than I'd had. 

I had several days vacation coming to 
me so I took them the week before Christ- 
mas and spent the time getting the house 

(Continued on Page 66) 
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JAZZ ON A SUMMER'S DAY 


Most films on jazz subjects usually fail to eapture the heartbeat of the music 
in visual as well as musical terms; very rarely have jazzmen in action been pre- 
sented on film with intimacy and warmth. Jazz On A Summer’s Day succeeds 
where others have failed. Bert Stern, an ex-advertising photographer who made 
the film, directed six cameramen who covered the 1959 Newport Jazz Festival. 
The purpose was to get the feel of the Festival, and compress its color, sounds, 
and movement into an 85-minute documentary. 

Stern’s 
roamed the Festival 
grounds, poked their noses 
into parties and rehearsals, 
jam sessions and yacht 
races. They fc~used on the 
expressions of the auditors 
and moved in daringly to 
get closeups of America’s 
great jazz artists in the heat 


cameramen 


of performance. 

It is all a vivid, visual 
feast for the eye. Practi- 
cally no spoken commen- 





A festival of song. 
tary is heard. One sees memorable and amusing sights and hears music that is some- 
times tawdry, sometimes thrilling. The color photography is superb. 

The film is preoccupied happily with the music, but it also shows a lively, fre- 
quently cruel interest in the faces and antics of those who came to listen. Out- 
standing sequences show Louis Armstrong and Jack Teagarden doing a vocal 
duet on Rockin’ Chair, and Mahalia Jackson moving thousands with her dignity 


and spiritual warmth. 
COME BACK, AFRICA 


Lionel Rogosin, the producer-director of Come Back, Africa, an unusual film 
about contemporary South Africa, 2 
spent 18 months in that country 
planning and photographing the 
project under conditions of se- 
crecy. In his words, the director 
sought to portray “human condi- 
tions as they exist in the Union 
of South Africa today under the 
ruthless policy of the present re- 
gime.” The film is a frank, fasci- 
nating report on those infamous 
conditions and a savage commen- 
tary on the Verwoerd regime. 

Much of the time Rogosin labored against the clock to finish the picture before his 
visa expired. He was both unable and unwilling to stress high artistic values at the 
cost of content. The result is a rather crudely-made semi-documentary of unques- 
tioned significance. Its technical imperfections of lighting, photography, staging 
and direction are obvious, but it transmits a memorable message. 

Zachariah, the film’s protagonist, was cast out of a throng of thousands at a 
railroad station. He gives a simple, moving, highly-effective performance as a Zulu 
uprooted by poverty from his native kraal and forced to accept urban life. 





A memorable message. 
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“If a man does not keep pace with his companions 
perhaps he listens to a different drummer; let 
each man step to the music that he hears, however 
measured or far away . . . ” Thoreau 


N° MATTER HOW YOU LOOK AT HIM, trumpeter Miles Dewey Davis 

is a force to be reckoned with, and though music critics of every stripe 
admit he has had more effect on jazz in the past few years than any other 
single influence, the man behind the horn has been cussed and discussed, 
praised and panned more than any jazzman since New Orleans sent the 
sound up the Mississippi. “He’s a little black bigot,” a white newsman said 
after Miles had told him where he could go—but quick. “Big headed” is 
the label a Negro magazine columnist pinned on him. Declared a former | 
sideman: “He’s got a mean streak in him a mile wide.” 

It would be unfair to suggest that Miles has no defenders. In fact, he has. 
But they, for the most part, are from among a hard core of close associates 
and friends far outnumbered by a majority of the public which is con- 
vinced that Miles is indeed a mean man of music. 

But having panned him, they are still at a loss to explain the 32 bars of 
contradictions that make up the sometimes sweet, more often bitter melody 
called Miles. To many, he is viewed as a five-foot, six-inch darkly handsome 
little man with a harsh voice that sounds like he’s whispering over sand- 
paper, wearing a short continental coat ending midway his posterior and 
narrow-legged trousers that stop about four inches off the floor. On the 
bandstand he often seems to be scowling as though somebody told him to 
either go on tonight or go to jail; then he’s gently stomping the heel of a 
fine Italian shoe, quietly kicking off the initial number of the first set. He 
stands there body immobile, his trumpet caressing his lips. The left foot 
is thrown out to the left, knee bent like a ballet dancer in the fourth position. 
The music comes out grudgingly, stingily, without an unnecessary note. It 














is sparse and quiet as if someone suddenly stripped the thick husk of an ear 
of corn and left but a shining yellow oblong in your hand. Like Ahmad 
Jamal, he is masterful with the use of great flaming balls of silence, holding 
a note a little longer here for effect and giving you just the faint suggestion 
of another. Says Dizzy Gillespie: “He just gets the right note he wants, the 
one nobody else would think to get.” After his discourse on such subjects 
as If | Were A Bell, Wishing Blackbirds, Bye-Bye, he takes his instrument 
down, turns his back on the audience, walks out of sight. It is perhaps this 
habit more than any other that has tended to give the audience the feeling 
that Miles holds nothing but contempt for them. 

“But what they don’t know,” defends alto saxophonist Julian (Cannon- 
ball) Adderley, a Davis sideman for three years, “is that Miles has always 
had featured musicians in his group like tenor man Johnny Coltrane and 
myself. When Miles finishes blowing he wants the next man to have the 
stage all to himself. It is a form of respect for a fellow artist. He realizes 
that as long as he is on stage he is the object of attention and that can be 
very distracting. Miles doesn’t believe in clowning or performing. He used 
to always say: ‘we’re not in show business, we’re musicians!’ ” 

Miles did nothing to halt the mushrooming legend of his meanness, real 
or imagined when he played for some 20,000 people the opening night of 
the first “Playboy Jazz Festival” in Chicago in 1959. The three-day fes- 
tivity was the largest ever held and opening night was a symphony of ill- 
timing and bad programming that was corrected the next night. The 
schedule was lagging badly when Miles and his men finally hit the stage 
and his irritation was further increased when the sudden start of the elec- 
trically revolving bandstand almost pitched him into the first row of the 
audience. The microphone was much too high and this didn’t help tran- 
guilize Miles in the least. Critics claimed Miles played with less than half 
a heart and much less than the fans felt they deserved; then, as per usual, 
he turned his back and walked off the stage. 

Unknown to the audience, Miles had not wanted to participate in the 
concert at all because of his “mad-on” for Playboy magazine. He has re- 

















fused to claim two trophies he won in their 
1958 and 1959 annual jazz polls. Miles felt 
Playboy should use Negro girls as Playmates, 
too. In fact, he twice refused to appear at the 
Festival, was finally induced to play when it 
was pointed out that part of the proceeds 
would go to the Chicago Urban League. Even 
so, Miles appeared to be wrestling with his 
conscience as to whether he was being true to 
his convictions even for such a worthy cause 
as the Urban League. And tension had been 
building up prior to the concert. Playboy mag- 
azine sent a questionnaire to each performer 
asking what tunes they intended to perform. 
Miles never mailed his back. Shortly before 
opening night, a Playboy setretary phoned 
Miles rousing him out of a deep sleep to in- 
quire as to what he intended to play. Miles 
expressed his disdain in one four-letter word, 
hung up. The secretary called again, Miles 
gave her a two-word order and again hung up. 
When the third phone call came, Miles was 
feeling more charitable and rasped out sweet- 
ly: “I’m going to play Lift Every Voice And 
Sing, the first, second and third movements.” 

Though he was never in the Navy, Miles has 
a tongue as vile and sharp as any sailor, yet, 
in those rare times when he is at peace with 
himself he can verbally express himself as 
beautiful as a morning sunrise. Consider this 
Davisism on race and music. Said he: “I’d 
love to have a little boy some day with red 
hair, green eyes and a black face—who plays 
piano like Ahmad Jamal.” 

But this is more than a bon mot, when Miles 
says it. It is typical of all he feels about a race 
problem he has lived with for 33 uncom- 
promising years. Though Miles has been ac- 
cused of being a racist, he once hired a white 
pianist over the objection of many close asso- 
ciates with the simple explanation: “He knows 
his instrument. I like the way he plays.” On 
another occasion when Julian (Cannonball) 
Adderley was in need of a piano man and 
asked Miles to recommend one, the saxo- 
phonist recalled: “He told me to get this white 
boy in this town.” But Miles neither hired his 
own pianist nor recommended one to Cannon- 
ball because of their color. Talent was the 
thing. To Miles, merit should be the determin- 
ing factor. He knows no other man measure. 

Perhaps one of his biggest problems is try- 
ing to live his ideals in a practical world which 
has no place for the Cyrano De Bergeracs or 
windmill-fighting Don Quixotes, and there’s a 
touch of both in Miles. He doesn’t do things 
that are to his advantage, as do most “success- 
ful” people. Rather he elects to do the things 
his conscience approves, the things he can live 
with no matter how they appear to others. It 
is the history of the man musically as well. 
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Consider these examples related by Cannonball: 

“Well to begin with,” Adderley said, “I know what I’m 
talking about because I collected the money for Miles and 
did the paying off. There was this time we played Birdland 
after a hard-won concession that no big bands would play 
opposite us. Well anyway, Maynard Ferguson calls Miles 
from Philadelphia and tells him he’s got to have work for 
this big band of his. Miles goes back into the Birdland office 
where he’s just argued for the no big band deal and tells the 
guy: ‘Give Maynard the gig.’ Maynard got it, too. 

“On another occasion, this Brooklyn club owner tells Miles 
he’ll give him $3,000 a week to come in, which Miles is not 
too particular about doing anyway. He tells Miles that Horace 
Silver will be playing opposite him for $1,000. Well, Miles 
hit the ceiling. ‘A thousand dollars, he roared, ‘the man 
can’t work for that. Why don’t you pay him what he’s worth.’ 
Well to make a long story short. The club owner wouldn’t 
bend, so Miles took $2,500 instead of $3,000 and Horace got 


$1,500, instead of $1,000 for the engagement. 

“But the time Miles really floored me was when this white 
hotel owner friend of mine in Florida wanted to put on the 
largest jazz festival ever held in the South. He was willing to 
pay top dollar and felt it would be the beginning of a yearly 
thing. He wanted Miles in the worst way and even offered to 
put up the Negro musicians and their families in his hotel. He 
asked me to point out to Miles that by our pioneering we 
would be helping to open doors in the future. I layed the prop- 
osition before Miles and he looked at me funny-like and 
said: ‘Man, we'd be jive to do something like that. I ain’t 
interested in opening doors. The man ought to open his own 
doors now—just because it’s right. If I wasn’t Miles Davis, if 
I was just another guy in the street and went in his place 
they’d throw me out by the neck.” 

Because of the friendships he has among all races, friend- 
ships which are built on mutual respect, Miles views it as the 
height of the ridiculous that people want him to change his 











standards just because he finds himself south of New York. 
Brusque to the point of being discourteous, Miles, Cannonball 
believes, “doesn’t want people to like him or be nice to him 
just because he’s Miles. And it hurts him when he’s been 
rude to someone and then finds out the person has done him 
a favor behind his back.” 

Why is Miles like that? “I don’t know,” Cannonball says, 
scratching his head. But perhaps it is because “friendship” 
has a different meaning to Miles than it has to most people. 
And because of the anglers and betrayers and the back-stab- 
bers, maybe, Miles likes to know a man before shaking his 
hand and calling him friend.” 

In any event Miles is indeed enigmatic: a puzzle to meet 
for the first time. A Chicago newsman once walked up to 
Miles and asked for an interview. Miles refused. But had 
the newsman just gone ahead and interviewed Miles without 
labeling it as such he would have had his story. For while 
Miles will talk to newsmen about anything they want to know, 


he doesn’t go for interviews. “In ’Frisco,” Cannonball 
laughed, “this friend of mine invited Jimmy Cobb and I to 
dinner at his home. Miles happened up and the man said: 
‘Mr. Davis would you honor me by coming to dinner?’ 
‘Hell, no!’ Miles shot back, ‘what do I want to go to your 
house for dinner. I can buy my own. Yet, in Minneapolis, 
when another friend invited Jimmy Cobb and I to dinner 
he told Miles: “Look, Inky, I’m having some barbecue over to 
my pad and if you want some you can come and if you don’t 
you can go to hell.’ Miles came. Next night he went back, 
uninvited, too.” 

Yet, there has been a softer side of Miles revealed in the 
past even if it never comes again. Exotic dancer Terry Scott 
remembers it as does her good friend and artist Richard 
(Prophet) Jennings, now practicing his craft in Brooklyn. 

“It was in Detroit in 1953 when Miles was working at the 
Bluebird. He had nothing of the name he has now,” the pair 
recalled. This was a very disturbed part of Miles’ life, one 
39 
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SEE THE BIG ANNOUNCEMENT IN JULY TAWN 








where he was grappling with himself as 
never before and it looked like life had 
him on the ropes, about to deliver the 
knockout. 

“Well,” said Prophet, “Max Roach 
and Clifford Brown were playing across 
town at Baker’s Keyboard Lounge and 
Richie Powell, Bud’s little brother, was 
on piano. Miles’ gig, like I said, was at 
the Bluebird and after a set he walked 
out and made it to Baker’s. It was rain- 
ing that night and Miles comes in the 
front door with this little coat on and 
the rain was in his face and hair and 
his clothes were all wet and the dryest 
thing about him is his trumpet, which he 
held under his coat like a mother pro- 
tecting a baby. He didn’t say anything to 
anybody. He weaved through the crowd 
and up on the bandstand and parked 
himself in the big bend of the baby grand 
piano. Clifford was blowing Sweet Geor- 
gia Brown | think, but anyway the tempo 
was way up. Totally oblivious to the 
group, the people and the place, Miles 
put his trumpet to his lips and began 
playing Funny Valentine. Well, Brownie 
stopped blowing and told the group to 
support Miles. A hush fell over the place 
and the people sat and stood like statues 
and they came in from off the corner and 
around the block. Miles stood there play- 
ing and the rain or something coursed 
down his cheeks. And he seemed to be 
saying ‘be nice to me, smile once in a 
while. I know I make mistakes but I’m 
only human like anybody else and I get 
lonely like anybody else and I need un- 
derstanding like anybody else and I love 
you and want you to love me just a little 
bit.” And when the thing ended, Miles 
reeled off the bandstand and out again 
into the rain. There was no sound. Then 
Brownie remembered what they were 
there for. They blew a fast four and in- 
termission had arrived.” 

Yet, this is the same Miles Davis who 
is a boxing favorite at Johnny Coulon’s 
gym on the Chicago South Side. Coulon, 
the man who made a champ of Tony 
Zale, watches lightweight Miles work out 
with the knowing eye of a man familiar 
with the fight craft for more than 36 
years. One day he watched Miles spin 
his larger man like a top for all of two 
rounds, hooking him about the ring, 
stringing together rapid jabs, banging 
both hands to the body, stepping to the 
side, shooting straight rights to the heart, 
hooking to the head. After Miles spat 
out his mouth- (Continued on Page 68) 
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AT TH 
TOP 


EAUTIFUL HAIR is made 
even more fashionable 
when it is highlighted with at- 
tractive hair ornaments. What 
to do with extremely long hair 
has often been a problem to 
women who do not wish to cut 
hair that has reached the amaz- 
ing length of 30-36 inches. 
Such is the case of attractive 
Carol Mijannes, who has dis- 
covered the charm of unusual 
hair jewels to accentuate the 
natural beauty of her long 
tresses. An oriental top knot, 
(see picture), highlighted with 
decorative chopsticks is one way 
to give an exotic flair to a simple 
hair bun. Tan’s hair ornaments 
come from the four corners of 
the earth, such as gay Mexico, 
mysterious Siam, exciting China 
and exotic India. They add 
a striking dash of color and ex- 
citement to pretty hair styles. 











»ven wool ribbon has intricate Indian design in brilliant pink 
e colors. Any grosgrain, silk or rayon ribbon can be used 
ively and wrapped around a bun or chignon for decoration. 





Vexico comes a decorative ornament made of 
! tassels called a Oaxaca, made by a tribe of Indians 
he same name. Each tassel is beaded at the top. 








i= OF THE MOST FLATTERING ways to 

let spring “go to your head” is with a daz- 
zling selection of personalized hair ornaments to 
complement a sleek hairdo. Most men love long 
hair on their ladies, and nothing can look more 
elegant or feminine. 

However, long hair is a luxury demanding 
many hours of careful attention in exchange for 
glamour and beauty. Many women take great 
pride in using their own hair without the aid of 
hair pieces to reproduce shiny, thick chignons 
or buns that can be worn in a variety of positions 
on the head. 

One of the easiest and most dramatic ways to 
play up an attractive hairdo is to call attention 
to it with ornaments. Often a single brightly 
colored ribbon wrapped around a chignon is an 
effective decoration. Or a group of brilliant tas- 
sels worn on the side could accent a favorite 
color in a skirt or dress. For extra fancy fare, 
imported chopsticks, or tiny lightweight silver 
ringlets are shaped in futuristic designs to com- 
plement the natural beauty of a simple hairdo. 

Swing into spring with a new look and play 
up the finer parts of a glossy chignon with pastel 
baubles, beads and glitter. 





For the Hawaiian look, strands of brightly colored seed 
beads are braided into the hair and wound outside to circle 
the bun. Crystal beads and pearl ropes may also be used. 














The woman who has long hair is a very privileged person 
because she can make her own buns, chignons and braids 
without the help of false hair pieces. Colorful beads, 
braided into the bun make an interesting ornament. Rib- 
bons and colored string can also be “woven” into braids. 


LAPUA 


iY: 


kisi, wits 


Lightweight brass rings that jingle with a 
dainty musical sound at every movement 
add a modern touch. Attached to blunt 
metal shafts, they are safe, easy to insert. 


Change of hair style into a fancy Japanese 
twist requires an ornametal chopstick dec- 
orated with brightly colored butterfly 
wings, and a glittering variety of pearls. 
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BEAUTY 
ROUNDUP 


L bia THE ARRIVAL of spring it’s time 

to start an individual beauty plan that 
will carry you through the summer months. 
Natural light has a way of bringing out the 
best or worst beauty points in a person, and 
can show minor imperfections that winter dusk 
has kept hidden. Dull hair needs brightening, 
skin tones can be improved and spring is an 
ideal time for a busy, beauty roundup routine. 
TAN’s cosmetics are by Lanolin Plus. Nylon 
peignoir by Kayser-Roth Lingerie. 








oft, lustrous hair that glows with natural beauty, 
a hair dressing conditioner that can be applied to 
wet or dry hair. It adds highlights and shine. 





Castile shampoo is a perfect conditioner for dry, 
listless hair. The rich formula leaves hair soft, 
glistening, silky and easy to set for summer. 

© 
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hands soft and smooth with a rich hand lotion that 
ates and feeds moisture to the dryest of skins. The 
dispenser makes its use easier and practical. 
















your complexion even in the glare of the noon-day sun 
he use of a liquid make-up that has unique moisturizing 
ties. Daily use of a good powder base helps the skin. 














Smart Shoppers...Buy by BREIDEAAED 
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BRAND 
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SATISFACTION 




















Smart shoppers are assured of 











satisfaction when they buys bys 
srand Name because the specialized 
Know-how of the manufacturer stands 


behind their purchases 


A Brand Name is the manufacturer s 
guarantee of satisfaction— further 


endorsed by- the retailer who sells at 


Brand Names give you publicly 
approved quality and value. for a 
Brand Name product has to earn it 


reputation against all competition 


Magazine advertising helps you get 
the most value for your money 
Choose a manufacturer's Brand 


Name you know and be sare of 


BRAND NAME 


is a makers 
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The Bardot-Baby Doll look so popular now, 
has full skirts with “kangaroo pockets” 
matching babushkas and umbrellas. Pat- 
tern No. 9283; sizes 11-15; 10-18; 50¢. 






























Summer dress with lots of possibilities has 
snugly fitted midriff and dainty. scoop 
neckline. Dress is easy to make and sleeves 
are cut with the bodice. Suggested mate. 
rials are pique, gingham or polished cotton, 
Pattern No. 9329; sizes 11-15; 10-18; 65¢. | 









l" E FULL-SKIRTED LOOK is back om 
summer fashions and the influence eee 
ious French star, Brigitte Bardot, fas 
| es full skirts, is quite apparent. | iy 
| ' ; ES : 
i) isic dirndl skirt has always been a Sos * 
| | mt 
teen-age summer outfit, and Ad- brag 3 
Patterns show it in a number of is | 
versions. Newest are the match- ec : > 
bushkas and umbrellas that are a a. & 


the Bardot-Baby Doll look, and 
r-size “kangaroo pockets.” It’s 


vod 


nd profitable to make summer 
it home, and with Advance Pat- 
ii] terns, sewing is lots of fun. Patterns may 
hased at your local stores, or 
ym Advance Pattern Company, 
| East 38th Street, New York 16. 


AK 








Ever popular for teen-agers is the full skirt 

with a variation of unpressed pleats. For a 

smart, fashionable effect, it is topped with 

a@ cummerbund of contrasting color that 

makes it ideal for summer fun. Pattern No. 
8108; waist sizes 24-28; 35¢. 


Full-skirted dirndl dress has 

matching babushka and umbrella. 

The “‘Kangaroo pockets’ are 

trimmed with eyelet embroidery. 

Pattern No. 9283; sizes 11-15; 
10-18; 50¢. 


Young teen fashions offer a vari- 

ety of silhouettes and these shirt- 

waist separates show a billowing 

skirt worn with fluffy crinolines. 

Pattern No. 9056; sizes 11-15; 
10-18; 65¢. 


One-piece dress at left is Pattern No. 9284; sizes 
11-15; 10-18; 50¢. Shirtwaist separates at right 
is Pattern No. 9111; teen sizes 10-16; 50. 
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mer months, light and nourishing omelets get “top billing” on many menus. A tasty new version, “Cracker Barrel Omelet” 
sauce, is unusual, delicious and wonderfully easy to prepare. Finely crushed crispy saltine crackers add special flavo, 
and richness to the omelet which is filled with flaky bits of lobster. To round out the menu, add a tossed salad. 


- 


CRACKER BARREL 


\ 


" 


ez-It” souffle with a tasty flavor 
s meatless dish. No cheese is 

the flavor comes from inch- 
se crackers used in making it. 


A versatile new dish, “Almond Crunch Ring Mold,” will be a pleasant summer meal sur- 

prise for the family. Filled with your favorite seafood, this new mold becomes a delicious, 

easy-to-prepare meal-in-itself. Its good “toasty” flavor is supplied by coarsely crumbled. 
round crackers, accented with chopped almonds and a bit of garlic seasoning. 











Tv 














Chicken a-la-king, a popular favorite with everyone, becomes a 
special taste treat with a different topping consisting of rich, 


The tangy accent of cheese and real Italian-style sauce are com- 


bined in a richly flavored, inexpensive new main dish, “Stuffed 
Eggplant Siciliana.” Crumbled cheese crackers add good taste. 


FOODS 


N GRANDMOTHER’S DAY, the old- 
fashioned cracker barrel held an im- 
portant position in the pantry. Often 
meals were built around its valuable con- 
tents and children knew the tasty crumbs 
of the cracker barrel were worth investi- 
gating. 

Today, things have changed and mod- 
ern shelves are stocked with quick and 
easy shortcut specialties that make meal 
planning so much simpler. However, the 
cracker barrel recipes of the jet age are 
as delightful and nourishing as those of 
the horse-and-buggy era. 

Modern packaging has simplified the 
making of many intricate dishes that 
would normally take an additional 30-45 
minutes. Recipes calling for ground 
bread crumbs, or crushed cracker meal, 
or rich Italian tomato sauces can be 
whipped up in seconds without sorrying 
about the extra steps of preparations. 

With summer days stretching ahead, 
try to include good basic main dishes in 
family dinners. 








finely crushed, crispy saltine crackers and melted butter. 





A brand-new version of an Italian 

specialty, crispy lasagna is made with 

three kinds of cheese and crunchy 
layers of whole saltine crackers. 


Cheese and crackers have now made their full- 
dress appearance as gourmet fare on the dinner 
This jiffy fondue can be made early, 
refrigerated overnight and baked before serving. 
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Child Care: 





Warn Your Child 
Of Sex Criminals 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


ITH THE LONG SUMMER eve- 

nings and the increased freedom 
that even younger children have to play 
later and to go farther from home with- 
out adult supervision, the ever-present 
danger of sexual criminals comes to 
mind. It is a time for parents to caution 
children without frightening them, or 
causing them to lose their feeling of 
security. 

From the time that they begin to go 
about by themselves, and this can be 
from the age of four on, depending upon 
the community, they must know for their 
own protection of the existence of sick 
souls who prey on children. They must 
be cautioned against going into lonely 
places, forest preserves, alleys and the 
like, without an older person—even three 
boys together are not safe, as Chicago’s 
tragic Schussler-Peterson case proved. 

There must be a firm rule about not 
talking to strange men, and when you 
lay down the law be prepared to say 
why. It is important that youngsters un- 
derstand that any man who urges them 
to take a walk, or a ride in a car. or 
exposes parts of his body to them is sick 
inside, and they must run, scream and 
seek help immediately. If the parent is 
direct, the danger will be better under- 
stood. 

It is a delicate and important task, but 
as long as there are sexually perverted 
people loose in society, there is no 
choice. but to help your child protect 
himself. 

A few rules which might save a child 
from tragedy are: 1) Don’t talk to 
strangers; 2) Don’t accept candy, gifts 
or rides from strangers; 3) Don’t let a 
stranger touch your body; 4) If you are 
home alone, don’t let any one in unless 
you have specific permission to do so: 
5) If a stranger loiters around your 
school or playground, tell your parents, 
the principal or playground leader, or 


the policeman. 
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was arrested for 


OHIO, Willie B. Scholl of Hamlet, N. C., 


“I’m from this little town where everybody 


N CINCINNATI, 
moonshining. explained to police: 
makes whisky. There’s nothing else to do.” 


*% 


In Meacham Park, Mo., trash hauler Booker Cooley sprayed his wife, Zelda Mae, 
and three-year-old son, Anthony, with shotgun pellets. said he did it because his 
wife wouldn’t let him watch the Three Stooges on TV. 


& 


In Columbus, Ga., Carrie Bender paid the fine for a friend to be released from 
jail, got arrested herself when, instead of giving the jailer the release order. she 
mistakenly handed over a lottery ticket. 


In Baltimore, Md., 76-year-old Willie Collins was delivered a $77 welfare check, 
happily got it cashed by the messenger to the chagrin of authorities who already 
had him in jail awaiting trial for allegedly chiseling $1.421.70 in welfare funds. 


% % 


In Rockingham, N. C., a judge sentenced Mrs. Joanne Bullard, 22, to six months’ 
imprisonment for trying to smuggle three hacksaw blades to her husband in county 
jail, along with a note reading: “Hurry home, honey.” 


#% % 


In Evanston, Iil., notified that she had won $56,000 in the Irish Sweepstakes, 
supermarket cashier Marie Moore said she would keep her $77-a-week job. added: 
“But I may take a longer vacation than I’m entitled to.” 


% * % 


In Chicago, IIL. asked: 


“Which age do you want—my social age, my job-application age or my dating age?” 


a wary resident faced a question-filled census taker, 


% 


In Washington, D. C., elementary schoolteacher Jacqueline Branch got the word 
from the mother of an unruly pupil: “I don’t know why he mishehaves—I beat him 
every day.” 


% * 


In Statesboro, Ga.. convicts Pat Patterson, 30. and Joseph Grisson, 32, showed a 
preference for direct action rather than prayer: as a minister told a prison gathering 
to “bow our heads and pray.” the pair made their escape in a truck. 

e *% % 
42-year-old bookkeeper Lucille Baker scuffled with a would-be 
promptly sat down upon a payroll envelope when it tumbled from 


In New York. 
purse-snatcher, 
her pocketbook, refused to budge as the frustrated robber went on his way, leaving 
her with the $1,400 payroll intact. 
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Try This Great Book 
in Your Own Life 


10-DAY TRIAL EXAMINATION 


It must help you... it must show 
results . .. it must work! 


By MIKHAIL STRABO 
Tells you which Psalms to use. 1 
Tells you when to use Psalms... Postpaid 
No matter what personal problem is worry- 
ing you the answer is here. No matter if 
it is Health, Money Troubles, Debts, Love, 
Friends, F: imily Troubles or Some thing 
Purely Personal and Confidential you are 
sure to find the help, guidance, and comfort 
that you seek in the Great and Powerful 
Book of the Psalms. 
in times of trouble 
For older people 


Against defamers 
For sinners 


Tells you how to use Psalms... 


To choose a mate 
To interpret dreams 
Against temptation 
For business 

For good fortune 
To influence others 
And much, much more 


of extra cost: Convenient pocket 
size edition of the '50 Psalms of 
FR EE David if you rush your order. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
GUIDANCE HOUSE 


Box 201-AB, Times Square Sta., New York 36 
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Against enemies 
To help aren, 





























More than one million Americans are living 
proof. Remember... your contributions 
helped save many of these lives. Your 
continuing contributions are needed to 
help discover new cures and, ultimately, the 
prevention of cancer itself ¢ Remember, 
too, if you delay seeing your physician, you 
drastically cut your chances of cure. An- 
nual checkups are the best way of detect- 
ing cancer in time « Guard your family! 
Fight cancer with a checkup and a check. 


AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY 





Suffer Varicose 


Pitc sonst 


tok you sufier pain om and misery of Vari 
send away at once ere ON REE 

B ooklet iE ia iPr M METHODS e708 Ek HOME USE. 
Tells all about this 60-year-old method, and en- 
dorsed i‘ thousands, Liepe Methods. I Dept. 33-D 
3250 N. Green Bay Ave., iesueuins 12, Wisconsin 





MAKE HIM 





WANT YOU. 


Try a few drops of FLAMING DE- 
SIRE... a little behind your ears 
. . @ little in your hair... a wee 
bit more in some secret place . it 
will give you that wonderful feeling 
all over. This powerful perfume can 
give you that extra push with a man 
be a will make him feel differently 
ut you. You will never want to 
be without it. Quantities are limited 
) wie FLAMING DESIRE now! Complete with an 
directions, only $2 (3 for $5) postpaid, or C.0.D. 
postage. If not delighted, I’! send your money right back. 
TY PRODUCTS, et. 103- 


‘onkers 5, N. Y. 







177 McLean Ave. 


‘With God 


All Things are Possible!’ 


Are you. facing difficult problems? Poor Health? Money 
or Job Troubles? Unhappiness? Drink? Love or Family 
Tro ubles? Would you like more Happiness, Suceess 
and ‘‘Good Fortune’ in Life? If you have any of these 
r m or others like them, dear friend, then here 
NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY OF 
PRAYER. that is helping thousands to glorious new hap 
ness and joy. Just elip this message now and mail with 
your name, address and 25¢ to cover postage and handling. 
e will rush this wonderful 
NEW MESSAGE OF PRAYER 
and Faith te you by Return 
Mail, absolutely FREE! We 
will also send you this FREE 
GOLDEN CROSS for you te 
keep and treasure! 
ouite Study Fellowship 
05-A, NOROTON, CONN. 





GOLDEN 
cross 
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Old Man’s Darling 


(Continued from Page 21) 


Would he leave me if I refused to do as he 
said? I didn’t think so. He hadn’t the first 
time. I was sure that he loved me 
much. 

It took me a long time 
finally I said: “I am having 
Joe.” 

“You are not!” he said angrily. 
my wrists. 

“Taking an unborn life is ee the 
same as murder, honey,” I pleaded. “Espe- 
cially if we do it for selfish reasons. It 
might kill me, too.” 

“What a_ foolish 
shouted. 

“T am having this baby,” I repeated. “No 
matter what you say.” 

He didn’t answer right away. but when 
he did his reply was brief and definite. 
“Then I’m leaving right now!” 


too 


to answer, but 
this baby, 


grabbing 


notion that is!” he 


“No, Joe. No.” I couldn’t believe it. 
“Please. please, don’t leave me,” [ begged. 


I put my arms around him and pleaded. 
“Please, please don’t leave me.” 

“Get out of my way,” he said. 
me roughly aside. 

“Please, please. Joe.” 
again. 

But he went into the bedroom, packed a 
suitcase and stepped out of the door and 
out of my life. 


pushing 


I cried again and 


OR WEEKS I wandered from window 

to window looking for him. Day after 
day I listened for his quick steps in the 
hall. I-called everyone I knew trying to 
locate him. Finally Betty came and told 
me that she had heard that he and another 
fellow had driven to the west coast with a 
couple of girls from the plant. 


So I filed suit for divorce. If Joe didn’t 
want me, I didn’t want him. The young 


lawyer told me that it was difficult to get 
support money when the husband left the 
state. When I heard that I knew that it 
was up to me from that moment on. 

During my many months of pregnancy I 
was miserable. Despair and loneliness 
filled every hour. When Mother sent a 
woman from the Family Welfare Agency 
to see me, I was on the verge of a nervous 
breakdown. Luckily the woman was an 
understanding person and it was her sym- 
pathy as well as her financial help that 
carried me through. 

Sharon was born in August, a few weeks 
before I was twenty years old. The welfare 
agency continued giving me aid until I was 
on my feet again. 

Left alone with two children to support, 
I felt an almost frantic helplessness. It was 
almost impossible to find anyone willing 
to take care of two babies for what I was 
able to pay. My little daughters meant the 
world to me and there really wasn’t a soul 


that I thought worthy of taking care of 
them. 

Mother said that somehow she and Betty 
would manage to care for my girls if I 
wanted to bring them to the farm. At first 
I thought that the farm, that I never 
wanted to see again, was my answer. But 
after I visited with my parents, I knew that 
they already had more than they could 
handle. 

Mr. Baker, Joe’s father, would have noth- 
ing to do with me or his granddaughters. 
His behavior helped me to see why Joe was 
the irresponsible person that he was. 

So for two years my babies and I lived 
on the few dollars that I managed to make 
when I was able to work. I had to be ab- 
sent from work so often that it was impos- 
sible for me to hang on to a decent job. 

I hired and fired all sorts of help. Just 
when I thought everything was going fine. 
the baby-sitter would either quit or do 
something to make me get rid of her. One 
refused to change diapers. Another used 
foul language. I came home one evening 
to find my darlings dirty and whimpering 
with hunger while the middle-aged baby- 
sitter snoozed in a chair with a half-empty 
whiskey bottle beside her. 

For months I read the want-ads every 
morning. hoping to find something, any- 
thing, that I could do at home. After many 
disappointments, I finally found one that 
sounded promising. 

The proprietor of an apartment wanted 
a cleaning woman to work five hours a day. 
A small apartment went with the job. 
Children were acceptable and the work 
could be done at the woman’s convenience. 
I hurried over to investigate. 

I talked with the owner, a man in his 
middle forties named Charles Livingston. 
His soft-spoken ways and shy manner ap- 
pealed to me. When I looked into his dark 
brown eyes. I felt comfortable and safe. I 
promised him that I would work hard and 
do anything. no matter how humble, just 
so I could be with my little girls. He of. 
fered me the job. Not only that, he said 
that if I could type, he had work for me 
along those lines, too. I was so relieved | 
could have kissed him. 

Mr. Livingston helped me move from our 
shabby one room to the pleasant little 
three-room apartment that went with the 
job. At long last I had found a way to 
provide for my children and still be with 
them. I could see a happy change in Lisa 
and Sharon. They loved having me with 
them as much as I loved being there. No 
longer was Sharon a “cry-baby” and Lisa 
a “whiner” as one baby-sitter had com- 
plained. They were sweet. agreeable little 
ladies. 






























VERYTHING went along fine until one 
night in early October. I usually be- 
gan my cleaning about eight in the evening, 
after I was sure the girls were settled. This 
meant my working late hours, but it was 
worth it. That night about ten Mr. Living- 

ston came hurrying toward me. 
“Mrs. Baker,” he called breathlessly. 





Wonderful Relief for 
Itching, Stinging 


RRITATED 


re of “One of your little girls needs you.” 
B Without a word I put down the vacuum 
": sweeper and rushed toward my apartment 
, ‘ r | with Mr. Livingston hurrying after me. I D 
_ was cold with fear. 
"aa “T usually walk by your door and listen 
“te to see if everything is all right.” he added 
ee i apologetically. “I never had any children 
ould of my own.” 
He went in with me to see what was the 
— matter. Lisa was coughing hoarsely and 
ens choking for breath. I took her into my “With Z 
he arms, but the choking continued. I turned rr ‘ it hg singel care for, hen More for Your Money ! 
lived to Mr. Livingston. “She’s never done this rhs apron a sr _ 7 ee Thousands praise the fast 
~ before,” I gasped. “What shall I do?” cy Droge out, Decame red, raw and ifti- relief that Black and White 
make pee be wae : ad tated. I tried wearing rubber gloves, but Ointment brings to itching 
I'll call a doctor,” he said, looking as - bss intm ’ 
eab- | sine ont they only increased the irritation. I saw an stinging burn of eczema, 
npos- . a ;' ad for Black and White Ointment and decided aome pengien, Vasiients, 
The two of us paced back and forth, as tit i Mil te ales ee simple ringworm. You, too, 
- back and forth, waiting for the doctor. 7 a ow & can enjoy this same grand 
Just When he came, he gave Lisa a shot of peni- wonderful relief to my itching, relief! Large 75¢ size con- 
fine. — ondaPagame patie a i stinging, irritated hands.” tains 414 times as much as 
cillin and said that she had a combination regular 35¢ sise. Trial cise 


only 25¢. Keep skin clean 


r do of bronchitis and croup. DZedia Wall 



































































One “Steam her for an hour or two when with Black and White Soap. 
used i ~ = pets : Over 51 Million Packages Sold! 
: she goes to bed,” he advised. “Give he 
-ning . : . 
| these pills every four hours, day and night. 
ering i : : 
ee ne She'll be all right. It looks worse than it 
yaby- ; , 
: actually is. Call me if her temperature goes 
mpty ; 
ae up.” ——— 
I made Mr. Livingston a cup of coffee E 
a) een > Easy Way Puts on Pounds F 
pre after the doctor left and Lisa had gone asy ay U S on oun S es 
| 7 
‘ back to sleep. We both were weary and 
many : : ; ° ° . 
a quiet as we sat there. His being around When You Are Thin, Skinny, Underweight Because of 
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“T’'ll take good care of you,” he hurried 
on. “You wouldn’t ever have to worry about 
anything again. I own a small printing 
shop, besides this apartment building. So 
while I am far from a wealthy man, we 
would always be comfortable.” 

I could hardly believe my ears! It was 
preposterous that this kindly old man I 
thought of only as a friend could be pro- 
posing marriage. I had never thought of 
him—of any man—romantically since the 
breakup of my marriage to Joe. How could 
[ possibly now think of becoming the wife 
of a man so much older 

Yet I couldn’t hurt his feelings. He had 
been so kind to me. “Let—let me think it 
over, Mr. Livingston,” I mumbled finally. 

“My name is Charles,” he grinned. 
“Take your time.” He put his gentle, warm 
hand on mine. I did not find his touch 
repulsive. 





OR DAYS afterward I tried to throw 

the thought of marriage to Charles Liv- 
ingston out of my mind. Yet I could not. 
Logic forbid it. After all, what was I wait- 
ing for, another Prince Charming, another 
Joe Baker to break my heart and ruin my 
life? Hadn’t I had my fill of love and that 
wild sex thing? All I really wanted now 
was security for myself and my children. 
If Charles Livingston could provide that 
ecurity, then why not? 

I saw him that evening. “Did you really 
mean what you said the other night,” I 
isked. 

“T meant it,” he said firmly. 

“Then the answer is yes,” I said simply. 

For a moment neither of us moved. And 
then I watched the look of wondrous dis- 
belief spread across his face, a face that 
fairly lit up with joy. He opened his arms, 
ind I almost flung myself into them. 

‘T’ll try to make you happy, Diane,” he 
whispered in my hair. “I know you feel 
only gratitude for me now, but I think you 
might feel more than that later on.” 

We were married three weeks later in a 
small church close to the apartment. He 
had only one brother who lived some dis- 
tance away, so the only people there were 
the minister and his wife and my mother 
ind sister, Betty. 

You have a real man at last,” Mother 
iid as she kissed me. “See that you treat 
him like one.” 

Mrs. Smith, an older woman Charles had 
iired to take my housekeeping and typing 

b stayed with Lisa and Sharon while we 
vent on a honeymoon up north. 

Charles was the most considerate man I 
had ever known. His lovemaking was gen- 
tle and sweet. He acted as if I were some- 
thing too precious to touch. I was glad 
there was nothing about him to remind me 
of my first husband. Charles was so pa- 
thetically grateful for every little affection- 
ate thing I did or said. I was genuinely 
fond of him. 

lhe first thing he did when we got back 
was to legally adopt Lisa ard Sharon. Then 
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he moved us into his big, five-room apart- 
ment on the first floor. For two whole days 
I did nothing except look around at the 
polished walnut tables and comfortable 
sofa and chairs. It was like heaven to me. 
Lisa and Sharon finally had a big, sunny 
bedroom all to themselves. 

“This our house?” little Lisa asked me 
one day. “This our daddy?” 

I hugged my daughters and squealed 
with joy. “It’s all ours. It’s all ours.” I 
told them over and over. 

If only I’d sense enough to protect what 
I had! 

But my newly-found freedom from worry 
and want went to my head. For the first 
time in my life I was able to go shopping, 
out to lunch or to a movie without a care 
in the world. Charles gave me all the 
spending money I wanted and never asked 
questions. He even sent a check to my 
folks once a month, so I didn’t have them 
to worry about. And Mrs. Smith was more 
than willing to sit with the children when- 
ever I asked her. It was such independence 
as I had never known. 

While treating myself to a lunch down- 
town one day shortly after I was married, 
I met three of the girls I had gone to high 
school with. They were all married, too. It 
was fun hearing all about everybody. They 
urged me to get in touch with them some- 
time soon. Anxious to show off my new 
husband and my new home I invited them 
and their husbands over for potluck supper 
that very Saturday night. 

Many other evenings followed. For two 
fun-filled years we had wonderful times to- 
gether. I was usually the life of the party 
just as I had been in high school. 

Charles was always a polite host. But he 
was so much older than the rest of us that 
he had trouble keeping up with our con- 
versations and activities. Once or twice he 
excused himself and went to bed. He knew 
he didn’t fit in very well. Nobody minded. 
Least of all me. Especially when he kept 
saying he liked to see me enjoying myself. 

Then one New Year’s Eve I saw a differ- 
ent side of this man I married. 

The gang came over around 
o'clock. “Let’s get an early start,” they 
suggested. We really whooped it up. By 
midnight all of us had drunk quite a bit. 
Feeling giddy and happy I kicked off my 
shoes and stockings and danced around the 
room kissing everybody. Some of the men 
returned my light kiss with a great deal 
more feeling than I had anticipated, but I 
didn’t care. 

Suddenly Charles grabbed me by the 
arm. “That’s enough!” he said sternly. 

I looked at him in amazement. He had 
never spoken to me in that harsh way 
before. 

“Aw, come on, Charlie, old boy,” one of 
the men shouted. “You have Diane all the 
time. Let the rest of us have a chance.” 

“Yeh, grandpa.” another added. “Be a 
sport.” 
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Charles’ face grew dark with anger. 
“Get out of here, all of you! I am sick to 
death of the lot of you.” His voice was low 
and deadly. 

Embarrassed and subdued our guests got 
their coats and left. I was too mortified to 
do or say anything to stop them. 

After they left Charles turned to me. 
“You go to bed, Diane.” 

His command infuriated me. “You can’t 
order me and my friends around like that,” 
I screamed. 

“T can order you or your friends around 
as long as you are my wife under my roof,” 
he told me quietly. 

His cold words shocked me. 

“Oh, Charles, I’m sorry,” I cried. “I’m 
sorry for acting like a spoiled child for so 
long. I'll try to be a better wife, if you will 
let me.” 

“Don’t cry, Diane.” Charles spoke softly 
as he took me in his arms. “It’s just that 
I want you to be my wife, not a silly school 
girl chasing around town and flirting with 
other men.” He kissed my eyes, my hair, 
my throat. “I love you so much. I—I can’t 
help being a little jealous,” he murmured 
brokenly. 

I clung to him as he dried my tears. 
That night I tried to make up to him in 
every way I knew for all the things he had 
done for me. 


T WASN’T EASY to give up my com- 

panions and the good times I had with 
them, but I knew that Charles expected it. 
so I did. We made friends with a couple 
who lived in our building. They were close 
to Charles’ age and he enjoyed them a lot. 
But four people playing a quiet game of 
cards every Saturday night was not my 
idea of a very exciting evening. That was 
as wild a time as we ever had. Mostly the 
three of them just liked to sit and talk. 
Sometimes I got so bored I felt like scream- 
ing my head off. 

I suffered through week after week of it. 
I thought that in time Charles would be 
more sure of me and wouldn’t act like such 
an old fogy. Then I could pick up with 
my old friends again. I was doubly con- 
vinced of this when I discovered I was 
pregnant. 

Charles was jubilant. Since our mar- 
riage nearly three years ago, it was what 
he had been hoping. He loved Sharon and 
Lisa as though they were his own, but the 
idea of this new child put him in the 
clouds. He was so very concerned with 
my welfare that there wasn’t anything he 
wouldn’t do for me. It made me smile to 
see his delight when my breasts began to 
swell just a little. I knew he would be over- 
joyed when I really started to put on 
weight. He even wanted me to wear ma- 
ternity dresses and I was only six weeks 
pregnant! 

To please him I went downtown shop- 
ping for maternity clothes the very next 
day. That is when Joe came back into my 


life. 

















de 


—sS =< 


le ee 





; got 
d to 


me, 


an’t 
at,” 


und 
ion,” 


‘T’m 
r so 
will 


ftly 
hat 
ool 
vith 
air, 
an’t 
red 


irs. 
in 
vad 


m- 
ith 

it, 
ple 
pse 
lot. 


my 


ith 
n- 
as 


iT 
at 
id 
ne 











Joe Baker, still young, still unbelievably 
handsome and still looking at me with the 
old glint in his eye. If only I had left home 
ten minutes later or turned down a differ- 
ent street or any little thing, much heart- 
break might have been avoided. I had al- 
ways heard that just plain chance plays an 
important part in people’s lives but I 
hadn’t really believed it until now. 

I was walking along, idly looking in the 
store windows, when I bumped into a hard, 
masculine body. 

“Diane! Baby!” 
iar voice. 

I could only stare. There stood Joe look- 
ing much the same as he had six years ago 
when he walked out on me. He was a little 
heavier, but the same devil-may-care aura 
hung about him. His dark eyes looking at 
me so intimately, sent the same prickle 
down my spine. My knees felt like water. 

“Hello, Joe,” I replied as I tried to step 
around him and go on my way. 

“Hey, hold on a minute,” he said block- 


yelped an all too famil- 


ing my path. “Long time no see. You're 
looking more beautiful than ever.” 
“Thank you,” I said. “You may not 


know it, I’m Mrs. Charles Livingston now.” 

“That’s fine. I’m married, too,” Joe com- 
mented. “I’d like to buy you a drink for 
old times’ sake. I’m staying at the Elwood 
Hotel just down the street. Let’s stop in at 
the bar.” 

“No, thank you.” My words were cold, 
but my cheeks felt hot and my hands were 
moist. What memories the mention of the 
Elwood Hotel brought! My first honey- 
moon! A lifetime ago. 

“Don’t be a little idiot.” Joe said, tuck- 
ing my arm in his and steering me toward 
the hotel. “I won’t bite, you know.” He 
grinned. “At least, not very hard.” 

I couldn’t help responding to his light- 
heartedness. My mind kept flashing danger 
signals, but I paid no attention and allowed 
Joe to guide me like a puppet on a string. 

He was entertaining and gentlemanly the 
whole hour we sat in the dimly-lit cocktail 
lounge. I found myself laughing as I 
hadn’t laughed for a long time. Oh, it was 
good to be with someone young and gay 
again. 

Did I remember that he had deserted me 
when I needed him? Let the past lie. I 
remember that he didnt bother to ask about 
his daughters. He will; give him time. 
Did I tell him that I had a wonderful hus- 
band and was carrying his child? Why 
rush into that? All I cared about at the 
moment was Joe’s charm, 
ness, his nearness. 

We joked and teased and had a wonder- 
ful time. Like a fool, I agreed when Joe 
suggested my meeting him at the hotel bar 
the next afternoon, 
until Friday, Diane. A couple of after- 
nhoons together won’t hurt anybody.” 

After all, I told myself, soon I would be 
tied down with a baby again. I had given 
up friends and fun for Charles, why 
shouldn’t I allow myself a few hours with 
someone I'd known all my life? 


his handsome- 
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T WASN’T HARD to deceive Charles 

either. Walking was good for me, he 
said. I met Joe four afternoons in a row. 
I always managed to get back before 
Charles got home from work. Mrs. Smith 
liked to earn extra money baby-sitting. It 
was easy, much too easy. 

But when I went to meet Joe that last 
Friday afternoon in March I had a strange 
sense of foreboding. A feeling that some- 
thing was going to happen. It was a cold, 
wet, drizzly day. Enough to make anyone 
gloomy and depressed. I blamed my ap- 
prehension on the weather. 

Joe was waiting in the bar for me as 
usual. He looked up eagerly when I came 
in. I had taken extra time dressing that 
day because with typical feminine vanity, I 
wanted to leave him with the best possible 
picture of myself when he went back to his 
wife. The pale gold jersey two-piece dress 
showed off my figure nicely. I didn’t look 
at all pregnant, just beautifully rounded. 
How delighted I was with myself! 

“Let’s have a drink up in my room to- 
day,” Joe suggested. 

[ started to protest, but he interrupted. 
“Don’t be silly, Diane. I only want to show 
you some snapshots of my wife.” He 
winked. “That’s better than the old gag 
about coming up to see my etchings, isn’t 
it?” He added soberly. “Surely you don’t 
think I have any bad intentions. Haven't I 
been a perfect gentleman?” 

He sounded so above board that I felt 
awkward as I hesitated. His behavior the 
past few days surely had been above re- 
There was no reason for me to 
Still, I should have 


proach 
doubt what he said. 
known better. 

We took a self-service elevator up to his 
large room. His eyes lingered on me as he 
removed my coat. 

“Nice room,” I commented. It looked 
almost the same as the one we had shared 
long ago. I quickly turned off the memory. 
“You seem to be doing quite well these 
days, Joe,” I added casually. 

“T'm a good salesman,” Joe answered. 
“You should have stuck with me, Diane.” 

“I should have stuck with you!” I re- 
peated sharply. “You were the one that 
ran off. Remember?” 

“T must have been out of my mind,” he 
replied as he came toward me. “Does this 
room bring back any old feelings, Baby?” 
He ran his fingers lightly up my arms. 

“Don’t touch me, Joe,” I warned him. 

“Why? You aren’t afraid, are you?” he 
mocked. “Mrs. Charles Livingston isn’t 
afraid of a tiny goodbye kiss from an old 
friend, is she?” 
“Stop this minute!” I commanded as he 
put his arms around me. But something in 
the way I said it must have told him that 
I didn’t mean a word. 

He pulled me His searching 
mouth found mine waiting, just as his 
knowing hands moved over a body that 
remembered all too well. I made no ob- 


close. 


jections as he unfastened the buttons on 
my blouse and buried his face in my breast. 
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I was shivering with excitement. Soon he 
had me straining toward him. Wanting 
him, wanting him. Just as badly as I had 
always wanted him. 

Desperately, I made one last plea before 
my own passion plunged me into the ocean 
roaring about me. “Joe—please, I’m carry- 
ing my husband’s child.” 

Joe’s caressing hands never stopped 
wandering, he never moved his lips from 
my throat as he said lightly: 

“There’s nothing like having another 
man’s pregnant wife. Great sport.” 

Trembling with horror, I pushed him 
away. 

My cheeks burned with shame at what 
I had been about to do. “Let me go. Let 
me go!” I begged, frantically pounding 
on his chest with my fists. 

Joe growled like an animal as he pinned 
my arms behind me. “You aren't getting 
away,” he muttered. Never had I seen such 
a savage look on a human being’s face. 
This was no man. This was a beast! The 
realization gave me super-human strength 
and with a wild ery of rage I freed my- 
self. 

“Get out of here, you little tramp!” Joe 
panted. “I didn’t want you anyway.” He 
hit me a stinging slap on the face which 
staggered me. 

With trembling fingers | dressed myself 
as sobs racked my body. Blind with humil- 
iation, I flew out of the hotel and hailed a 
cab. Compared to my wonderful, loving. 
tender Charles, Joe was as loathsome as a 
snake and I was worse! How could I have 
sunk so low? 


\ AVES OF NAUSEA hit me on the 

way home. I could scarcely stand it. 
I thought at first it was just a reaction. 
But when [ finally reached the apartment 
I had a sudden cramping pain in my 
abdomen. Then another and another. Mrs. 
Smith helped me into the bedroom and 
phoned Charles. He came rushing home, 
took one look at me and called the doctor. 

That night at o'clock IT lost 
Charles’ and my baby. 

“These things happen, you know,” the 
doctor said. “You were only six or seven 
weeks along. Take it easy. You'll be all 
right in a day or two, Mrs. Livingston.” 

“Don’t cry, Diane,” Charles told me 
kindly. “You are all right and that is all 
that matters.” 

There never was such a good person, I 
thought to myself. The words had a famil- 
iar ring. That is what I had said to him 
when he had asked me to marry him. How 
very, very true it was. How then could I 
tell him the real cause of my miscarriage? 

Of course there was no way of knowing 
for sure if my struggle with Joe had done 
it, but in my guilty heart I felt that it had. 
I tossed and turned through tormented, 
sleepless nights trying to decide what to 
do about the situation. 

Confessing everything to 
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Charles 


would make me feel better. True he might 
not still want me, but I knew him well 
enough now to know that he would always 
provide financially for my girls. I wouldn’t 
have to worry about that any more. But 
was it fair? Should I cause him more 


grief? Or would it be better to say 
nothing? 

Joe was gone from my life. I knew that. 
So if I didn’t say anything, Charles would 
never know. I was sure in the coming years 
by thinking of my husband’s needs, first. 
last and always, I would be able to bury 
the past and think only of the future. Per- 
haps some day I could even give him the 
sons he so desperately wanted. 

Charles’ sons! The idea of having 
Charles’ sons thrilled me. It was at that 
very moment that I discovered that Charles 
Livingston was not only my lifeline. He 
was my loveline! How stupid I had been 
not to recognize that the glow I felt when- 
ever he was near was not gratitude, not 
friendly affection, but deep, true love! 

Then I knew what I had to do. I told 
Charles everything. Every thought, every 
feeling, every misdeed in connection with 
Joe. My husband’s face crumbled into a 
million pieces as I talked. To cause any- 
one that much grief was almost criminal. 
But [ knew that before there was anything 
worthwhile between us. [ had to clean out 
all deceptions. 

Finally with the deepest humility, I said: 
“T love, you, Charles. I love you with all 
my heart. If you can forgive me, I will be 
the happiest woman alive. If you can’t, I'll 
understand, but it won’t stop me from lov- 
ing you for the rest of my life.” 

He said nothing for a long, long time. 
I waited an eternity for him to speak. |] 
could see that the hurt I had caused him 
was almost more than he could bear. He 
was going to tell me to leave, I knew. The 
darkness of the damned descended all 
around me as I waited for him to turn 
me out. 

Then a light seemed to shine from within 
him. “Come here, Diane,” he said softly 
as he held out his arms. His warmth en- 
veloped my whole being as he drew me 
closer and closer and made me come alive 
again. This man was my everything. I 
responded with a depth of feeling I had 
never known. Our love was good and real 
and right and honest. 

We have learned to compromise, Charles 
and I. Facing the fact that there is twenty 
years age difference between us, we had 
to. For example, as far as entertaining is 
concerned, we now invite people of all 
ages. It surprised both of us at how well 
they got along together. And to show how 
really in earnest we are, I am now taking 
bridge lessons and Charles is learning to 
dance. 

It took me a long, long time, but I know 
now that maturity, kindness, and wisdom 
far overbalance handsome faces and cheap 
thrills. 

THE END 
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I Drove My Husband To Suicide 


(Continued from Page 17) 


a crooked smile. “That’s just it. I don’t 
seem to be suited for anything.” 

“Don’t say that.” I scolded. 

“No. I mean it,’ - insisted. “I could 
get a promotion to detective if I stayed on 
the force, and there are plenty of guys 
walking a beat who'd be happy to get a 
break like that. But... 

I stared at him. “You’re not afraid, are 
you?” I asked, certain in my own mind 
that he was not. 

He shook his head. “Not for myself— 
for other people. It’s funny, but even when 
those two stick-up men were beating me I 
didn’t want to pull the trigger.” 

“It’s a mighty good thing you did, other- 
wise you wouldn’t be here now!” I said 
with a shaky laugh. I was trying to under- 
stand what made him tick. I got up from 
the table and poured him another cup of 
coffee. I stood there beside his chair for a 
moment, then placed a hand on his shoul- 
der. “I think I know what it is.” I said. 
“You don’t like to hurt people. There’s 
nothing wrong with that—except that a 
policeman can’t afford to have those feel- 
ings.” I sighed. “Well, we'll just have to 
find something else for you to do.” 

Ocie covered my hand with his and 
looked up at me with eyes that reflected 
his gratitude. “I knew you’d understand, 
Francine,” he said. “And I liked the way 
you said ‘we.’ Things don’t seem so hope- 
less now.” 

I smiled down at him. “All you need is 
someone to have faith in you.” 

“Are you volunteering for the job?” he 
asked. 

I tilted my head. “Well, 
successful man has a woman behind him. 
I think I'd like being responsible for your 
success.” 





they say every 


Ocie soon became a regular visitor to the 
house, and looking back I guess those were 
destined to 
got a little 
irritated because he spent so much time 
playing with the children, but I promised 


the happiest times we 
share together. 


were 
Sometimes I 


myself that Ocie would soon settle down 
to the business of making a living. After 


all, he was still on sick leave. 

Of course, I was pleased at how well he 
and the children got along, but as time 
passed I could hardly wait for their bed- 
time and I could be alone with Ocie. It 
seemed I couldn’t get enough of his kisses. 
In fact, it soon developed that even those 
were not enough for me. 
too long. 


I’d been alone for 
I wanted to love and be loved like 
a woman who adores her man. 

But even in this highly personal aspect 
of our friendship Ocie seemed to be re- 
luctant to make the first move. I was the 
one who brought matters to a head one 


night when it seemed the children would 
never give us any privacy. 

“T thought they’d never go to sleep,” I 
complained after Ocie had read them a 
story as they lay in bed. Ocie chuckled as 
he softly closed the door to their bedroom. 

“Tll have to bring them another story 
book next time I come.” he said. “I’ve read 
through this one so many times they know 
every story by heart.” 

“You're spoiling them!” I scolded, try- 
ing to hide my irritation. Ocie hung his 
head like a small boy and I couldn’t resist 
his woebegone expression. “Oh, darling,” 
I said in a softer tone, “don’t you see? I’m 
a lone woman and I have to look out for 
the children’s best interest. I’ve been won- 
dering lately—is it fair for you to make 
them like you so much?” 

He was shocked. “Why, I wouldn’t hurt 
them for the world! I’m crazy about 
Danny and Marla. And I think they like 
me.” 

“That’s what I mean, Ocie. Maybe 
they’re getting to like you too much. It’s 
fine now when you come around to visit 
them regularly and all that. But what will 
happen when you don’t come around any 
more? What then?” 

“Why should I stop coming around?” he 
asked in a puzzled voice. 

I shrugged and gave a little laugh. 
“Well, when you meet a girl you like I’m 
sure she wouldn’t want you to spend 
much time at somebody else’s house.” 

“There’ll be no days like that!” 

“Or—” I continued, letting a hint of con- 
cern shade my voice, “a man might come 
along who'll want to give the children the 
kind of home they need.” 


His hand shot out and clutched mine 
tightly. “Don’t even talk that way.” he said 
sternly. “You talk as though I don’t care 


what happens to the kids, just have fun 
with them. I’ve been thinking. Francine. 
If you like me— that is, if you'll have me, 
I want to marry you.” 

1] caught my breath as Ocie spoke the 
words I’d been longing to hear. It didn’t 
matter then that I had carefully led him up 
to that point, step by step, so that there was 


hardly anything else he could say. And it 
didn’t matter to me that he had been 
through two harrowing experiences— once 


in Korea and just recently in the line of 
duty as a policeman. I didn’t stop to won- 
der what effect all that had had on him, 
physically or mentally. 

All I cared about was that at long last 
my search for a for myself and a 
father I hadn’t 
the slightest doubt that I could make Ocie 
happy in the ways a good wife should. 
After all, I'd been married before and I 


man 
for my children was over. 
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knew all the ways a woman can please a 
man. 

[ reached up and pulled his mouth down 
on mine. The kiss I gave him held the 
promise of all my love and devotion. And 
I lost myself in the circle of his embrace, 
so strong and comforting that my heart 
felt it would burst with happiness. 

When I told Rose, my closest friend at 
the hospital, that Ocie and I were going to 
be married she didn’t seem at all happy 
ibout it. “Are you sure you’re doing the 
right thing, Francine?” she asked, frown- 
ing a little. 

“Sure? Of course I’m sure,” I said. “I 
thought you were my friend, but here I am 
lucky enough to get a man who loves me 
and my kids too, and you start finding 
fault.” 

“Don’t get angry, honey,” Rose said. 

Believe me, I’m only thinking of your best 
interests.” 

“Then stop putting ‘bad mouth’ on my 
marriage before I even get the man up to 
the preacher!” I snapped. 

She looked hurt. “I'm not trying to spoil 
your chance for happiness. Please believe 
that, Francine. But—” She picked up a 
folder containing the case history of a pa- 
tient. “—these medical charts tell more 
ibout a person than you could learn by 
living with that person for a hundred years. 
I—I’ve seen Ocie’s chart.” 

My heart contracted. “And?” 

“Well, there’s something there that 
worries me.” Rose said. 

You mean he’s still not well? The hos- 
pital shouldn’t have released him?” I de- 
manded. 

She shook her head. “Nothing like that, 
honey. There’s nothing physically wrong 
with him...” 

“Then what?” Why didn’t she come 
right out and say what was on her mind? 

Rose was silent for a moment, then said, 
“Ocie has been through two very disturbing 
experiences—traumatic, the doctors call 
it—and I’m just wondering if he’s re- 
overed sufficiently to take on the responsi- 
bilities of a family.” 

[ stared at her. “Is that what Dr. Wil- 
liams thinks? Or Dr. Jones?” I asked, 
mentioning the doctors who had treated 


No.” she admitted. 

[ laughed. “Then that is your personal 
diagnosis! Tell me, you haven’t got eyes 
for Ocie yourself, have you? Is that the 
eason you're trying to break us up?” 


j ’ she protested. 


You’ve got it all wrong,’ 


| [ want is - 
What you want doesn’t interest me in 
the least!” I snapped. “If anybody needs 


> 


lp mentally, it’s you!” 
[ turned on my heel and walked away. 


QEX MONTHS LATER, I was beginning 
“to wonder if maybe Rose hadn’t been 
right. True, the doctors had okayed Ocie 
for a small disability pension. but they said 
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20 


nothing about him needing any further 
treatment. Yet, there was definitely some- 
thing wrong with the man I married. 

Oh, he was still kind and sweet and 
gentle. and the kids worshipped him. 
There was nothing too big or too small for 
him to do for us—if he could remember 
it. For that was the trouble with Ocie— 
he was completely unreliable. He was full 
of the best intentions but somehow could 
seldom see a thing through to the end. 

We'd been married for half a year and 
he had lost the first of many jobs, and I 
had learned that to send him on even a 
simple errand was to wonder when he 
would finally return and whether he’d done 
what he was supposed to. I tried to over- 
look this failing but when things continued 
to grow worse I grew impatient. I thought 
the best way to teach him responsibility 
was to give him more. 

“Ocie, honey, will you run down to the 
store for a few things I need for supper?” 
I'd ask. 

“Right away. baby.” 

An hour later. worried sick for fear 
something had happened, I'd find him play- 
ing stick ball in the next block, the bag of 
groceries on the curb leaning against the 
lamp post. 

“I’m sorry, baby,” he’d apologize, “but 
—well. the boys needed a third baseman, 
so I filled in.” 

He’d turn on a little boy expression, for 
all the world like littke Danny when I'd 
scold him, and I'd never have the heart to 
get too angry. It happened over and over 
again. and nothing I could say or do 
seemed to make any difference. Ocie had 
another habit that exasperated me. Al- 
though he was still on leave from the force, 
he’d drop by the precinct station to see the 
men he used to work with and stay for 
hours. 

I didn’t complain too much about that 
because I secretly hoped that Ocie would 
soon rejoin the force, even though he'd 
told me he would like to try something 
else. But he had already made a name for 
himself as a cop and his promotion to 
detective meant he’d be making more 
money. I could see nothing wrong with a 
set-up like that. 

But I went along with Ocie’s attempts 
to get started in something else. For a 
while, he tried being a salesman. The 
trouble was, Ocie was more interested in 
people than he was in the product he was 
supposed to sell. He’d spend his time talk- 
ing to the customer about everything under 
the sun except the vacuum cleaner he was 
demonstrating. As a result, he had a lot 
of new friends but very few customers. 

It was the same with other jobs. Ocie 
had the personality and gift of gab that 
should have made him a success in most 
any field, but he just didn’t have a sense 
of responsibility. 

Meanwhile, as he drifted from job to job, 


our bills piled up. I almost went out of 
my mind trying to make ends meet. It 
wasn't that Ocie didn’t try. He worked 
hard. Some nights he would drag himself 
home, too tired to eat supper. “Just let me 
sit here for a minute and rest,” he’d say, 
flopping down on the living room sofa. But 
the next moment Marla would be crawling 
all over him and Danny would have him 
down on the floor playing horsey. He 
seemed never too tired to have fun. only 
for the important things. 

But now that I think about it, once Ocie 
got settled in a job, we weren’t doing badly 
at all. He thought he was doing great. We 
had enough money to get by on and he had 
plenty of time to putter around the house 
and play with the kids. However, I wasn’t 
at all satisfied. I was positive Ocie could 
make more money if he just exerted him- 
self a little and if he’d just concentrate. 

For a while, I told myself that eventually 
he’d go back on the force, but the deadline 
came and passed. Ocie was content. I be- 
gan to nag him more than ever. Once in 
a while he complained of headaches, but 
these seemed to pass quickly. 

Things came to a head one day when 
Danny got a very bad sore throat. I called 
the doctor. who put him to bed and gave 
me a prescription to be filled. 

Ocie was late getting home but I was so 
upset I didn’t yell at him as usual. I just 
handed him the prescription and told him 
to rush right down to the drug store. 

“T hope I’ve got enough to pay for it.” he 
said, digging into his pockets as he headed 
for the door. “Payday is a couple—” 

“Just get it!” I yelled. shoving him out 
the door. I ran back to the bedroom where 
Danny lay gasping for breath. 

I waited two hours—two whole hours! 
I kept thinking Ocie would return any min- 
ute. The apartment was quiet. Danny 
finally dozed off to sleep. I got up and put 
Marla to bed and then made a pot of 
coffee. I was getting more worried by the 
minute. Something must have happened, I 
told myself. Finally, I asked the woman 
across the hall to stay in the house while 
I went looking for Ocie. 

My mind was in a turmoil as I hurried 
along the street. When I got to the drug 
store it was almost closing time and the 
druggist told me he hadn’t seen Ocie. By 
then I was frantic. I didn’t know where to 
look first. Just as I came out of the store, 
a car pulled up in front and I heard Ocie’s 
voice boom out, “Francine! What are you 
doing here?” 

“I’m looking for you, you big dope!” I 
called out, relieved at seeing him appar- 
ently all right, and at the same time angry 
with him. “Where’ve you been?” 

He got out of the car and came over 
to me. Then he told me a story that left 
me speechless with rage. It seems he was 
worried about not having enough money to 
pay for the medicine. So instead of making 
sure, or asking the druggist to trust him 
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for whatever money he might not have. he 
took a cab to a friend’s house. 

After paying the cab fare. he needed 
even more money and it turned out that his 
pal was broke. So the two of them drove 
to another friend’s house to borrow the 
money and finally made it to the drug 
store. 

“All the time I was thinking something 
had happened to you,” I screamed, “and 
you were just joy-riding with a bunch of 
no-good bums! Danny could have been 
dying. for all you cared! I wouldn’t be a 
bit surprised if you stopped for a few 
hands of poker or a friendly drink or two,” 
I raged. 

Ocie tried to quiet me. 
body’s staring at us,” he said. 

His attempts to calm me only made me 
angrier. “My baby’s sick in bed and you 
fool around taking an hour to go four 
blocks to the store!” T shouted. A crowd 
started gathering, so I snatched the pre- 
scription from his hand and ran into the 


“Shh— every- 


drug store. 

Ocie followed me inside, pleading with 
me to forgive him. But he’d proved how 
irresponsible he was just once too often. 
When the prescription was filled, I took the 
bottle of medicine and turned to him. “You 
can pay for this.” T said coldly, “but that’s 
the last thing T'll ever ask you to do for 
me and the kids. By the time you get home, 
we'll be gone.” 

He grabbed my arm as I started to walk 
out. “But where will you go, Francine? 
Danny’s too sick to be moved— even if you 
had someplace to go.” 

“Don’t worry about that, 
“Wherever we go it can’t be much worse 
than living with a man who doesn’t know 
how to be a man!” 

With that cutting remark, I hurried out, 
leaving him to settle with the druggist. 
Everything that happened for the next day 
or so is just a blur in my memory. Ocie 
showed up not long after I gave Danny his 


” 


I retorted. 


medicine, again begging me to change my 
mind. When he saw I meant what I said, 
he told me that he would leave and find 
another place so the kids and I would have 
a place to stay. 

I was so worried about Danny’s con- 
dition I was barely aware of Ocie packing 
a suitcase and leaving, after 
look around the room as he stood in the 
doorway. Fortunately, Danny was better 
the next day and the following week I 
went back to work, making arrangements 
for the woman across the hall to take care 
of the children while I was away. 

Even then I had little time to think about 
the break-up of my marriage and wonder 
how Ocie was doing. The hospital was 
quite busy then and I put in some long, 
hard hours. But always, in the back of my 
mind, was the thought that Ocie had been 
shocked into changing his ways. I was 
confident that he would return, announce 
he had a good job and we'd be a happy 
family again. 


a lingering 








$8.50 Lucky Heart 
Cosmetic Display Kit 

Sent for $1 
Absolutely no 


‘] 


BRINGS 
YOU 


oe 


WORTH OF 


Lucky ffeart 


COSMETICS 










WHAT MAKES 
THIS OFFER 
POSSIBLE! 


Lucky Heart Cosmetics will gladly send you this 
nationally advertised $8.50 Cosmetic Display Kit 
for only $1 postage — just to prove a point. 

The point is simply this: Over 11,000 average 
women and men have used this full-size $8.50 
Cosmetic Assortment to show and demonstrate 
Lucky Heart to their friends. By letting them see 
and try Lucky Heart Cosmetics they found they 
could easily get enough orders to earn an extra 
income of $50 to $250 regularly — even'if they 
used only a few spare hours a week, at home, at 
work, after school or church. 












Anyone, you included, can easily make $50 to 
$250 regularly with this $8.50 Cosmetic Display 
Kit. We'll send it right to you for only $1. It 
comes complete with 6 full-size products, cata- 
log, samples — everything you need to start 
making money the day it arrives. To get your 
$8.50 Cosmetic Display Kit complete and pre- 
paid, mail the coupon and $1 for postage and 
handling now. Like 11,000 other people, you can 
become a welcomed and respected Lucky Heart 
Cosmetic Representative and earn $50 to $250 
starting with the day your $8.50 Cosmetic Kit 
arrives. Offer limited. Send your $1 and the 
coupon now. 


LUCKY HEART COSMETICS 


Dept. 29F Memphis 2, Tenn. 


©1959 
LUCKY HEART COSMETICS 
MEMPHIS, TENN 





Lucky Heart Cosmetics 


Dept. 2F Memphis 2, Tenn. NAME 





Please send my $8.50 Cosmetic Display 


I i 
| | 
| I 
i 

I 
j Kit. | enclose $1 to help cover postage 

1 
1 i 
! j 
| 1 





and handling. | understand there is no ADDRESS 
further cost and my $1 can be refunded. 


CITY a 





-] PLEASE SEND ME MORE INFORMATION. 












SCHOOL 


No classes to attend. Easy spare-time train- 
ing covers big choice of subjects. Friendly 
instructors; standard texts. Full credit for 
previous schooling. Diploma awarded. 
Write now for FREE catalog 


WAYNE SCHOOL Catalog HAS-74 
2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicago 14, illinois 


PLAY RIGHT AWAY! 


Even If You Don't Know 
a Note of Music Now 


Tow it’s EASY to 
learn any _ instru- 4 Q 


No boring ex- 


Start playing Bh 
ces by notes 











SHADES 
LIGHTER 


SEE your lighter, brighter, 
New, improved arvotieer Bleaching Cream is 
unlike any product you ever have used before. 
No waiting hopefully for months to see the 
results you want. With the improved NEVOLINE 
formula we guarantee you will see your skin 
grow 3 shades lighter in just 3 days. 


2 oz. jar $1.25 Send cash, money order, 


: ng ~ as with the order — 














































al 
right 3 y- Amazing aan’ ie CO Wik Gin PARIS IMPERIAL, P.O. Box 104-J 
SS ¢ >, in spare me. o tea ents 
agg ‘reson, 12000,000 students! Write for -FREE BOOK. Jackson Heights 72, N. Y. 
U. S. School of Music, _Studio 346, Po rt Washington, 
N. ¥. No salesman will ull Our G2nd essful year!) 


59 











But as time passed and I had no word 
of him or what he was doing, I began to 
fret. I couldn’t imagine what had hap- 
pened to him. When I finally ran into 
Rose, who had been away on vacation, she 
brought up an alarming possibility. She 
greeted me warmly and asked about the 
family. Briefly, I told her what had hap- 
pened and expressed my concern over 
Ocie 

Maybe he’s ill,” Rose said worriedly. 
“Has he been coming in for his treat- 
ments ‘is 

[ stared at her. “Treatments? What are 
you talking about? There’s nothing wrong 
vith Ocie—or is there?” 

When he was discharged from the hos- 
pital he was told to come back for a check- 
ip,” Rose explained. 

With shaking fingers, I lighted a cig- 
irette and slumped into a chair. “But— 
[ don’t understand,” I faltered. “Ocie was 
well when he left here. And he was never 
once sick is 

‘Are you sure?” Rose demanded. 

My lips tightened. “I know what you 
youre trying to say something was 
wrong with his mind, that he was crazy, 
just like you did before he and I got mar- 
ried! Maybe he did have headaches now 
ind then, but—” My voice trailed off as 
1 sudden thought hit me like a slap in 
the face. Ocie’s headaches! 

What is it?” Rose asked. 

[ shook my head numbly. “Nothing. 
I I was just thinking that maybe I 
should try to phone Ocie at his job.” I 
started to add, “that is, if he still has a 
job,” but somehow such sarcasm seemed 


Inean 


out of place. 

Rose went on duty, leaving me alone 
there in the nurses’ room, alone with my 
thoughts. I recalled the sickening head- 
iches Ocie suffered right after I'd bawl 
him out; recalled the times he’d men- 
tioned the pressure under the steel plate 


in his head—not complainingly, but jok- 
ingly referring to his “hard head.” 

rears welled up in my eyes as I remem- 
bered how I’d accused him of using his 
injury as an excuse for his lack of re- 


sponsibility, never once considering the 
possibility that he should have a doctor 
xamine him. I realized that no doubt the 
reason Ocie never mentioned that he was 
ed to return to the hospital for 


heckups was my unsympathetic attitude. 

Yes, I saw a lot of things that day, mis- 
takes I had made, and worse yet, my 
heartless treatment of the man I loved. 
Even my intense desire to help Ocie get 
ahead couldn’t make up for the way Id 


failed him. I’d told myself I was handling 
him the right way; a wife shouldn’t have 
to spend her time pampering a little boy 
husband. A man should be strong. 

But now a terrible doubt shook me. Peo- 
ple sometimes needed outside help, even 
big, outwardly strong men like Ocie. I 
guess I’d known it all along, but I refused 
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to admit that my Ocie couldn’t overcome 
any obstacle—especially with me to urge 
him on. 

I felt a desperate need to see Ocie and 
tell him that I was ready to give him any 
kind of help he needed. But suppose it 
was too late? I didn’t even know where 
he was. 

I wondered if I should wait until the 
end of my shift and then rush over to the 
place where he worked. Maybe I should 
phone first. Just as I picked up the phone, 
the door opened. I looked up to see a 
policeman enter, mopping his forehead 
with a handkerchief. He looked familiar. 

“Are you Mrs. Wills? Ocie’s wife?” he 
asked. 

“Yes?” 

He fumbled for the right words and I 
suddenly felt the haunting fear grip my 
throat. My heart started pounding. I don’t 
know how, but somehow I knew. My hand 
flew to my mouth. 

“Ocie! Something’s happened to him!” 

“No—not yet.” 

That “yet” sounded so ominous. I stud- 
ied his face, dozens of questions on the tip 
of my tongue. I asked only one. “Where 
—where is he?” 

“At the Harmon Building.” The police- 
man put his cap on again. “Would you 
come? Maybe you can help.” 

“Help?” 

I slipped into my coat. “Ocie is—well, 
he’s on the roof of the building—says he’s 
going to jump.” 

“Oh, my God, no!” I cried. 

I’d been through so much with Ocie that 
as we drove toward the building that 
this might be just another little boy trick 
to get attention. The second policeman in 
the squad car explained, “We can’t go 
near him for fear he'll jump.” 

I knew it was no trick a short time 
later when we pulled up in front of the 
building. The street was blocked off and 
a fire net was being put into position in 
front of the five-story building. Looking 
up, I could see Ocie huddled on the edge 
of the roof. 

A crowd of curious, eager people pressed 
around us. They were tense with excite- 
ment. “Aw, why don’t he go ahead and 
jump?” someone shouted. I felt my stom- 
ach tighten into a hard, sick knot. 

The policemen hustled me through the 
crowd into the lobby of the building. On 
the way up in the elevator, a sergeant 
said to me, “We aren’t sure this will work, 
Mrs. Wills. If you talk to him, maybe we 
can get up behind him and pull him to 
safety.” 

“Talk to him,” I 
“What shall I say?” 

He looked at me in surprise, as if any 
wife would know what words would call 
her husband back from destruction. He 
didn’t know that until then, the only 
words Ocie heard from me were nagging 
criticisms of all he said and did. 


repeated numbly. 


At last we were on the roof and I was 
walking slowly towards Ocie. “Please, 
God,” I prayed. “Don’t let him jump.” 
As I got closer, I could hear Ocie’s rum- 
bling voice saying over and over again, 
“I’m no good—just plain no good.” With 
a terrible, heart-rending certainty I heard. 
in Ocie’s voice, the echoes of my own 
words and I knew I was the one who had 
driven him to this point. 

I halted for a moment, and a doctor 
came up beside me. “Don’t make any 
sudden movements,” he advised, “and 
when you talk, speak calmly. Don’t upset 
him any more than he is now.” The doctor 
went on to explain, “I’m from the VA 
hospital. He came to us two weeks ago 
and asked for psychiatric help. We did 
what we could, but his sense of guilt and 
failure are so great—well, he left us last 
night. Disappeared. until he was found 
here.” ne 
I began to cry. “He can be helped to a 
very useful life, Mrs. Wills,” the doctor 
went on, “if he has someone to believe 
in him, and if .. .” 

With an effort, I wiped my eyes and 
began my slow walk again. 

“Ocie . . . darling.” I called out. 

He swung around, his body tense. “Fran- 
cine! So you came to see the show, too.” 
He laughed bitterly. “This is one thing 
I'll do right!” 

“Don’t talk that way. Ocie! I came to 
take you home.” 

“Stay where you are!” he shouted. 

“T— I was about to phone you at your 
job. I— I want you back, Ocie.” 

“So you can nag me—laugh at me?” he 
demanded. “No thanks!” 

“Please, darling. give me another chance. 
I swear I 

“Stop!” 

He stiffened. 

“T was wrong, Ocie,” I said earnestly. 
“T should have helped you. That’s what 
I want to do now.” 

“Why?” 

“Because—because the children need 
you. I need you, darling.” He seemed to 
relax a little. “I love you!” I said. 

He seemed torn with indecision. One 
of the policemen began to creep up behind 
him. Only a short distance more—closer 
and closer he came. “I love you, darling,” 
I repeated, and at that moment the police- 
man leaped forward and grabbed Ocie. 

There was a tussle and at last Ocie was 
quiet. I ran over to him and flung myself 
into his arms, sobbing my heart out. Then 
Ocie was crying too. It was a wet, won- 
derful reunion. 

Finally, they took Ocie away. But I 
was certain the future would be better for 
us than the horrible nightmare of the past. 
Ocie will be getting out of the hospital 
soon and the kids can hardly wait to have 
him home again. As for me, I’ve made up 
my mind to take him as he is. From now 
on he’s the man of the family, and I'll 
never question it again. 


THE END 
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Driven By Jealousy 


(Continued from Page 29) 


Two days later, we started for Beckerton 
and “home.” I had been in Beckerton 
many times, but I never had any friends 
there. During our courtship, Chris had 
never taken me to meet Neal and Phyllis. 
But it wasn’t something I could say was his 
doing. I was too scared of getting involved 
too deeply with Chris at first to want to 
meet his folks—and even up to the night 
of our elopement, I was still fighting the 
claim he had on my heart. Perhaps if I 
hadn’t been so fearful of falling in love 
with a handsome, charming guy, we’d have 
gotten around to going to Beckerton for a 
Sunday “family dinner” now and then. As 
it was, Chris was really taking me home 
for a Sunday dinner—not as his girl friend. 
but as his wife. 

Chris drove slowly, and we stopped a 
couple of times for coffee. Each time, it 
was Chris’ idea. Suddenly, it dawned on 
me that he was just as nervous as I was! 
Poor Chris, I thought. I was suddenly 
able to realize just how it must feel to 
take home a new member of the family 
out of the clear sky. Chris wanted them 
to accept me, to see me with his eyes of 
love. And I would feel the same way, I 
was sure of that, if I had any family. But 
I didn’t. 

But I do. I have Chris, 1 reminded my- 
self. And Neal and Phyllis will be part of 
my family, too. I will like them, I’m sure, 
and I will work hard to make them like 
me. 

I cuddled up close to Chris. I felt serene 
inside and I think he felt it. He relaxed 
then and his arm around my shoulder was 
warm, his eyes more confident. 


EAL WAS WAITING on the front 

steps when we drove up. He looked 
just the way Chris had described him. Tall, 
a little heavy. with kindly gray eyes. a hair 
line that was already beginning to recede, 
he looked settled, sure of himself and hap- 
py with his lot in life. Without hesitation, 
he embraced me. “Welcome to our family, 
Jan. We hope you'll grow to love us.” 

I will! Neal would be easy to love, I 
knew at once. But where was Phyllis, the 
girl Chris had said so little-about ? 

Neal and Chris were shaking hands. 
‘Tl forgive you for not inviting us to the 
wedding, but only because your choice of 
brides was so perfect.” His eyes met mine 
in a warm, approving glance and I knew 
that Neal meant his warm welcome as his 
new sister-in-law. 

We went inside then. “Phyl’s lying 
down upstairs. She has dinner ready, and 
I promised her I’d call her as soon as you 
came.” 

“Phyl is napping?” Chris asked incred- 
ulously. 


Neal smiled proudly. “Yes, my energetic 
Phyllis is napping, old boy.” He turned 
to me. “Maybe Chris told you that Phyl 
is a bundle of energy from morning until 
night—” 

“No, nothing of the sort,” Chris said 
quickly. “You two must have really paint- 
ed the town last night!” 

Neal laughed. “I'll tell Phyl you’re 
here.” He looked as if he were ready to 
explode with some perfect secret. 

Chris shrugged. “You’re a silly!” I 
whispered after Neal ran up the stairs. 
“Perhaps pregnant.” The dark 
shadow that crossed his face alarmed me. 
Didn’t he like babies? It just wasn’t 
something we had ever talked about—I was 
sure he would love them as much as I did. 

“A woman only gets tired when she’s 
pregnant?” he asked lightly, but the 
shadow didn’t quite leave his eyes and his 
quick smile seemed forced. 

I had to erase that shadow from his face 
completely. “No,” I said quietly, “a wom- 


she’s 


an gets tired for lots of reasons. And 
woman’s intuition is often wrong.” But 


still, Chris’ arm on mine stayed tense. 

Phyl and Neal came downstairs then. I 
caught my breath in surprise as I looked at 
Phyl. Phyl, the girl Chris was so silent 
about, was a dazzling beauty, with long 
hair, a smooth, creamy complexion, and 
large dark eyes. How could he have for- 
gotten to tell me this? 

Phyl threw her arms around me. She 

hugged me quickly. then stood back and 
asked with a twinkle in her beautiful eyes, 
“Did you expect an ogre?” She turned to 
Chris and pretended to scowl. “I bet this 
big lug told you I’m ugly and evil and eat 
sisters-in-law in one bite!” 
I blushed and shook my head. But I 
was too embarrassed to say a word. Neal 
saved the moment by leading us graciously 
into the living-room. I found my tongue 
then and admired the very tastefully fur- 
nished room aloud. “Phyl did the whole 
decorating job herself,” Neal said with ob- 
vious pride in his voice. It was almost as 
if he had said, She’s not only lovely to look 
at; she can do everything perfectly. 

Watching her lovely, animated face, I 
could believe it was true. Just then, she 
leaned hard against her husband’s shoul- 
der, and said, “My darling saved our big 
news for me to tell—we’re having a baby!” 

It was an awkward moment. Neal beam- 
ed, Phyl glanced from one face to another, 
while the only words that came to my mind 
were, Didn’t I guess right, Chris? 

“Well,” Phyl said with mock hurt in her 
voice, “it’s not as if we’re aged, is it? It 
shouldn’t shock both into another 
world!” Then her voice took on another 
note, a snide, catty tone that destroyed for 
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that moment the image of loveliness she 
had cast. “Unless our announcement is 
stealing a bit from your show. Could be 
that you have an announcement, too?” 

[ felt the hot anger well up in me as she 
stared at Chris’ pale, immobile face. Neal 
said, “Now. Phyl” with just the bit of 
sharpness a parent has in his voice when 
reprimanding a small child. Chris seemed 
unaware of Phyl’s insinuation—that we 
had eloped because I was pregnant. Only 
Neal and I seemed uncomfortable. As I 
watched his face, some of my own hurt 
went away as I recalled how proud he had 
been only a moment before. For his sake, 
[ forced myself to say, “How wonderful 
for you ag 

Neal’s warm gaze made me glad I man- 
aged those few words. Chris came out of 
his shell then. He leaped to his feet with a 
show of enthusiasm. “That calls for a 
toast, old man!” He patted Neal’s shoul- 
der heartily, but avoided Phyl’s eyes. Neal 
was grateful for Chris’ acknowledgment of 
their big news. even though it was slow in 
coming. He jumped up and we four 
toasted the coming heir. 

The tense moment had passed. We had 
an excellent dinner—roast lamb with mint 
jelly. Phyl made quite a point of telling 
me that it was Chris’ favorite meal, and she 
would teach me how to fix it just the way 
he liked it. I helped with the clearing up. 
Neal was very solicitous of Phy] all through 
the meal, and insisted he would take her 
place in the kitchen to do the washing-up. 
Chris wanted to help, too, but yielded to 


Phyl’s insistence, echoed by Neal, that he 
keep her company in the living-room. 


[. WAS FUN WORKING with Neal. 
There was something so friendly, so safe 
about him. Chris had said he was the 


world’s best big brother. And I agreed 
with him. Funny, for the first time, I won- 
dered if Phyl were the world’s best big 
sister—or just how did she rate with 
Chris? She was at least ten years younger 


than Neal, so that would make her about 


Chris’ age. But she wasn’t settled, solid, 
either, like her husband. No, she had more 
than just age in common with my husband. 


Like Chris, she was gay, full of laughter, 
and a lover of good times. While I was 
more like Neal—quiet and sensitive. 

“The Stokes men always choose beauti- 
ful wives,” Neal said softly. I smiled grate- 
fully at him, wondering if he sensed that I 
was comparing myself with Phyl, as I was. 
(nd I came out on the short end. Beside 
her, I was drab, even though I was far 
from ugly and my figure was more than 
just passable. 

“If you feel up to it, we could go over 
to the other apartment as soon as we finish 
here, and you can begin thinking about 
colors and things like that. Not much has 
been done over there in years. Chris prob- 
ably told you that our parents were both 
ill during their last years and they didn’t 
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have much interest in painting and paper- 
ing and all that. And with Chris batching 
it these months, well—” he smiled apolo- 
getically. “But it'll be real nice and com- 
fortable once you get it fixed up.” 

I knew that Neal was right about that as 
soon as I stepped inside. Oh, sure, it 
wasn’t too impressive at first sight. But I 
could see its possibilities at once. The 
floors were solid hardwood, the ceilings 
were high, and the plaster was all intact. 
The redecorating would be simple enough, 
once we got rid of the cumbersome pieces 
of old furniture. The first floor had three 
rooms and the second. two bedrooms. We 
would have ample room to move around for 
quite a while. 

“How do you like it. Jan?” Chris asked. 

“T can hardly wait to get settled—I never 
lived in so much space before.” It was the 
truth. Most of the time. Mom and [ lived 
in small furnished rooms. When Dad was 
with us, we had an apartment—if he had a 
job. But we always were stuck in the 
cramped, downtown section of the city. 
We had never had a living-room half the 
size of this one—nor one with wide win- 
dows to let in the fresh air and sunlight. 

“The contractor will start any day you 
say. Since the place will be a mess from 
the time they start. why don’t you stay 
over in our extra bedroom until they 
finish?” Neal offered generously. 

Chris frowned, then looked at me. 
“That’s up to Jan.” He fingered his watch 
band nervously for a few seconds, then an- 
swered for me. “I guess the paint and 
plaster and all would be kind of tough to 
take—and we haven’t even looked at fur- 
niture—” 

“But there’s plenty of furniture here, 
Chris. All built to last a lifetime,” Phyl 
said indignantly. 

“Oh, some of the chairs could be recov- 
ered, I guess, Jan, but they’re all perfect- 
ly good—” 

“Sure they are,” said Chris with quiet 
intensity. “But my wife deserves to choose 
what she’d like, not what my mother 
wanted forty years ago!” His arm went 
around my shoulder and my heart went all 
soft and buttery. The furniture didn’t mat- 
ter two beans to me, but what Chris said, 
and the way he said it, meant everything. 
I was his wife, and he wanted me to have 
everything as I wanted it. 

Phy] shrugged disdainfully, but I could 
tell Chris’ words annoyed her. “That big 
elm shades the house most of the time. I 
think yellow would be a good color for this 
room.” 

“It—it seems sort of a big room for yel- 
low—” I stammered as I recalled how 
Mom always tried to do things with colors 
and furniture to make our tiny rooms look 
spacious. She’d gone for yellow in a big 
way that made the results make her as 
pathetic as the rooms we had to live in. 

“IT put some color charts in the kitchen. 
Why not give yourselves a day or two to 


think it over?” Neal suggested. He went 
out in the kitchen for the charts, and Chris 
tucked them into his pocket. 


HYL MADE NO further suggestions 

that afternoon, but I could tell that 
she was a little angry with me. When 
Chris brought in my luggage, she said, 
arching her eyebrows critically, “But is 
that all of it?” I swallowed hard and 
didn’t say the truth, that that was all I 
owned. I didn’t want to make Chris feel 
ashamed of me. I didn’t want him to have 
a single regret that he had chosen me to 
be his wife. But later, when we sat in his 
brother's home and Phy] began to ask me 
if I knew different people in town, I told 
her the bare outline of my past. That Mom 
had worked and had no time for friends 
after she and Dad separated. That I had 
started working while in my first year of 
high, and had only been able to finish high 
because my guidance teacher found me a 
place to live in return for housework, part- 
time. Mom had only been dead a year 
now, and | could only regret that she had 
not lived long enough for me to make life 
easier for her. 

“You poor kid,” Phyl said with what 
seemed genuine sympathy. Then she 
added with a wry smile, “All work and no 
play isn’t the philosophy of your bride- 
eroom—right, Chris?” 

He winked at me as he said with a 
chuckle, “Right, Phyl, so all that is 
changed now for Mrs. Christopher Stokes.” 

“And what about Mr. Stokes?” 

“He'll have his nose to the grindstone so 
that the missus can afford to play.” The 
tone was bantering enough, but his jaw 
was set in a thin, hard line. 

“What sort of games do you like, Jan?” 
Phyl asked.- I just stared stupidly at her, 
dimly aware that I, like Neal, was losing 
the drift of the conversation. What kind of 
double-talk was this? 

I was relieved that Neal suggested we 
turn in. Phyl showed us to the extra bed- 
room in their apartment. As Chris decided 
reluctantly, it would have been silly for 
us to go next-door before the bulk of the 
work was done. 

At last, we were alone. Chris’ embrace 
was as warm and tender as always. For a 
few minutes, some of the tension stayed with 
me. And some of the hurt Phyl’s remark 
had given me—the one intimating that I 
might have married Chris because I was 
pregnant. Soon, though, Chris’ gentleness 
chased away all hurt, all anger, all tension. 
I was loved by Chris, and I loved him pas- 
sionately. Nothing else could ever matter. 

Later, | mumbled sleepily, “Do you like 
babies, darling?” His answer warmed my 
heart and chased away my last remnant of 
worry, “I’m going to love all of yours.” 


OW THE NEXT weeks flew! Chris 
went back to work with Neal. We 
stayed on with Phyl and Neal while the 
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work got under way in our duplex next 
door. It was such a happy time for me. | 
had never had a real home before. Ex- 
citedly. I watched the men start work each 
day. Chris and I talked together about 
colors. paints and things like that, but it 
was obvious enough to me that he wanted 
me to have everything just the way I 
wanted it. Phyl made suggestions. [I lis- 
tened politely, but I wouldn’t let her in- 
fluence me too much. Phyl, it seemed, not 
only knew my husband’s favorite foods. but 
also his favorite colors, materials, and de- 
signs. 

How long would it take me to get to 
know my darling so thoroughly in so many 
areas. I thought idly. The next instant, I 
burned with shame. Why, I was jealous! 
Of my own sister-in-law! 

Oh. no! A part of me whispered. / can’t 
be! Somehow, jealousy was unforgivable. 
I had no cause to be jealous, none at all. 
\ flame of fear flickered deep inside me. 
Please, God. Don’t let me be jealous of 
Phyl. I know how bitter the fruits of envy 
are. Mom suffered terribly—but for her it 
was different. She had every reason to be 
tortured with hateful jealousy. Dad hadn’t 
been true to her. But Chris was my dear, 
faithful husband of a few weeks. I couldn’t 
needlessly take on Mom’s torturing jeal- 
ousy. or I would ruin both our lives, Chris’ 
and mine. 

I vowed feverishly that I would not let 
envy destroy our happiness. Phyl and 
Neal. too, were happily married. I would 
not be the one to sow the seed of discord. 

Still, some of my fierce resolutions were 
hard to keep. I had to bite my tongue to 
keep from saying something hurting when- 
ever I came down to the kitchen in the 
morning and found Phyl both 
Neal and Chris. Phyl baked my husband’s 
favorite pies. If he forgot his lunch pail. 


serving 


she took it down to him without even say- 
ing a word to me until afterward. The first 
time. I said in a very careful voice. “Oh, 
but I didn’t see it on the counter after 
they left. I figured he’d taken it with him.” 
I forced myself to smile, “Next time, I'd 
like to go along with you.” 

Phyl didn’t indicate she heard me. But 
of course she had. I wanted her to know 
that I checked the counter top every morn- 
ing after Neal and Chris went out the back 
door to be sure they didn’t forget anything. 
That’s where they put things when they got 
ready for work each morning—jackets, 
flashlights, lunch pails—anything they 
would be carrying with them that day. So 
if Chris forgot his lunch pail, it was be- 
cause it wasn’t on the counter, that’s all. 
I usually made sandwiches for both men, 
and Phyl was the one who fixed the coffee 
and handled the lunch pails last. 

The next time it happened, I said noth- 
ing. I wasn’t going to make a mountain out 
of a molehill. I just wasn’t going to let 
myself be a wife tortured with foolish envy. 
And it was foolish, wasn’t it? Phyl was 
perfectly right in saying she didn’t ask me 


to go along because | was up to my elbows 
in paint. I got a big kick out of painting 
some tables that I found in the basement 
and wanted to use in the foyer. That’s 
what I was doing that day. Some day, I 
would find time to learn to drive and then 
I could skip to the lumber yard as freely 
as Phyl did. As it was, Neal and Chris 
drove to work in our car and Neal left his 
to Phyl. The lumber yard was near the 
big pond at the edge of Beckerton, and 
there was no bus service in that section. 

I consoled myself by counting the days 
until our own apartment would be ready. 
Oh, we'd be near Neal and Phyl. but our 
lives would be our own. 

Or will they? 
ture, the new furniture Chris and I had 


I wondered. as the furni- 


lovingly chosen. was delivered and Phy] 
was right there with us, sharing our de- 
light, and annoying me in spite of my 
resolutions, by offering suggestions as to 
where to put what. 

She addressed herself to Chris, in such 
a delighted voice that any bystander would 
have thought that she was Mrs. Christopher 
Stokes. And even though Chris turned to 
me each time for a decision, the gnawing 
pain inside me grew. Somehow. Phyl’s be- 
ing there had taken a lot of the joy out of 
setting up my first home with Chris. 

Later that night, when Chris and I sat in 
our freshly painted kitchen and had a mid- 
night snack, I felt terribly ashamed of the 
jealous feelings I couldn’t seem to stop 
nursing. Chris’ every gesture he 
made, spoke his love for me, and me alone. 


eyes, 


“T feel like a king, having you near me, 
sweetheart,” he said quietly. 

I swallowed hard as the hot tears of 
gratitude stung my eyes. “It’s a fairyland 
come true.” I said sincerely. | want my 
fairyland all to myself and you, darling! 
I realized then. I wondered if Chris sensed 
my envy of Phyl. I was suddenly terrified 
that he would discover how petty and child- 
ish ] was. What was wrong with a sister- 
in-law who was only anxious to be helpful, 


to do things for us? Nothing. 


HAT’S WHAT I kept telling myself 

those next weeks as Phyl flitted in and 
out of our home as if it were hers, too. And 
as if Chris belonged to her! My jealous 
heart taunted me until I was ready to burst 
into tears each time she did some favor 
for him, each time her large, dazzling eyes 
smiled teasingly at him. Pregnancy only 
made her figure more robust, more vital. 
She was a dynamo of energy, and it was 
only because of Neal’s insistence that she 
rested afternoons at all. 

Once we were settled, I found time hung 
heavily on my hands while Chris was at 
work. By nine o’clock, I had the apart- 
ment spotless. Sometimes I went down- 
town with Phyl in the mornings. After 
lunch, she napped, and I tried to fill in the 
long afternoon hours with sewing, knitting 
and reading. But I was usually bored long 
before it was time to start dinner. I hadn’t 
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yotten used to using leisure in my youth. 
I'd always had to work after school and 
then go home and work some more. I 
thought of going back to work now, and I 
was a little fearful. that Chris would be 
obstinate.. To my surprise, he wasn’t 
igainst the idea at all. “But why not get 
something part-time, Jan, if you really 
want to work? No sense in getting worn 
out. And it’s a half-hour on the bus to 
besides.” 

The very next night he brought me a 
list of employment agencies. “Now don’t 
get the impression I’m sending you to 
work,” he chuckled. “I can just under- 
stand that the days here are long for you 
and that a job might help you until you 
have more to do.” 

It was fun looking for a job without the 
pressure of worrying about money. May- 
be because I was so relaxed, I found two 
the first day out. I chose the one as a 


town 


switchboard operator in Beckerton’s only 
hotel. I was only a relief worker and my 
hours were eleven to four. 


Now my days were full and I was much 
happier. I didn’t have a lot of excess 
energy to stew about Phyl. I buried my 
envy deep within me. 

The day came when it exploded. It was 
the day before Columbus day, and Chris 
and I both had a mid-week holiday. I 
burst into the house full of energy. I 
planned to fry chicken, bake a cake and 
rolls and we would have a picnic at the 
lake the next day. Just Chris and I— 

“Jan?” Phyl’s voice from our bedroom 
I raced anxiously upstairs. 
Something terrible must have happened to 
Chris! I was drenched with perspiration 
when I reached the top. 

Phyl tiptoed out of our bedroom, clos- 
ing the door. “Sh, he’s all right. Dr. Ken- 
nedy just left. A slab of lumber fell 
against his chin, but it’s only badly bruised 
iilen. He’s sleeping now.” 

I knew only a second of relief that Chris 
was all right. The anger churned up in 
me at Phyl’s possessive stand at the door. 
How dare she take charge.of my husband! 
“Why didn’t you call me at once?” My 
voice was high, then an anger of frustra- 
tion ripped through me. I dashed to the 
door but she didn’t move away. 

“Calm yourself, Jan!” she said sharply. 
“Don’t be an idiot! The foreman brought 
him over just around your quitting time. 
[ was too busy anyway getting him to bed 
and calling Dr. Kennedy. You might 
thank me—’ 

“Thank I sputtered. “Ill thank 
you to leave my husband to me!” I pushed 
past her roughly, and went into our bed- 
[ rushed to Chris’ side and at the 
sight of his pale face, I burst into quiet 


was hushed. 


ind Swe 


you!” 


room 


sobs. I just sat there quietly, holding his 
hand in mine, for a long time. He slept the 
deep sleep of the drugged. I kissed his 


cheek again and again. “I’m sorry, Chris, 
so sorry | wasn’t home when it happened!” 
[ whispered. The image of Chris being 
eared for by Phyl, of being tucked into 


61 


bed by her hands, and not mine, made me 
go nearly out of my mind. I had to get 
out of the bedroom for fear my angry emo- 
tion would storm forth and disturb him. 

Phyl was still outside the door. She 
stared at me coldly. “Who do you suppose 
cared for him when you weren’t married 
to him?” I stood there stricken, my tongue 
thick and stuck to the roof of my mouth. 
She lashed out vengefully, “Whom do you 
think he turned to for whatever he wanted 
or needed?” 

Her implication wasn’t mistakable. Oh, 
no! My heart ached with a fresh burden 
of pain. I fled by her because I was afraid 
I couldn’t resist the impulse to strike her 
until she lay screaming on the floor. I 
carried away with me an image of a beau- 
tiful woman whose body now bulged with 
the baby she carried. Her throaty laugh 
chased me right out of the house. “Did you 
dare dream he could always want just 
you?” she taunted. “Chris and I—” 

The slam of the front door mercifully 
cut off the rest of her words. I walked up 
the road, heedless of my direction. A fren- 
zy of energy drove me for a long while. 
Then I collapsed in a heap on the ground 
and wept bitterly for what I had lost. 





Rose In My Heart 


The rose that blooms in my garden 

Is lovely for all to see, 

But the crimson rose that blooms 
in my heart 

Is to you—only you—from me. 


The rose that ‘wakes in my garden 

Will perish and wilt away, 

But the crimson rose that blooms 
in my heart 

Lives forever . . . and a day. 


—Grace Shattuck Bail 





For what I never had! Now I knew 
that my gnawing jealousy, my deepest 
fears, hadn’t been groundless. Chris and 
Phyl—his own sister-in-law—the wife of 
the brother he loved so much! 

My wild sobbing stopped after a while. 
Wearily, I got to my feet and started 
walking back. Not home. Chris could 
never be home to me again. What would I 
do without him? 

By the time I staggered inside, I had 
made up my mind. Sick at heart though I 
was, I vowed I would fight to hold him. I 
loved him. If I tried hard enough, I could 
forgive him. But it wasn’t so simple. I 
felt too cheated, too miserable to be at ease 
with him. When he awakened that first 
afternoon, his joy at the sight of me wasn’t 
real, I found myself thinking. He really 
wants Phyl. I cried in his arms and he 
comforted me, not knowing that I cried for 
what I had lost that afternoon. 


CARS LIMPED AROUND that next 

day. Our holiday. was pretty grim. 
with Phyl and Neal spending most of it 
with us. We picnicked in the backyard 
instead of at the lake. When Phyl] hovered 
over Chris, I seethed inside with anger. 
She made him sit down while the three of 
us got things ready, and then waited on 
him exclusively. “Phyl would like to 
mother the whole world,” Neal said with a 
grin. 

I didn’t answer. I turned away from him 
and stared at Phyl and Chris across the 
lawn. I couldn’t hear what either said, but 
both laughed easily, naturally, as if they 
had always laughed and played together. 
Phyl’s words echoed in my mind until I 
thought my brain would explode. How 
could Neal be so blind, so unsuspecting? 

Chris was well enough to go back on the 
job the next day. I dragged myself to 
town, glad to get out of the house, but 
without my usual zest. The beauty had 
gone out of everything for me. My heart 
was a stone inside my body. As the days 
passed, I found myself blaming Chris as 
well as Phyl for my unhappiness. I died a 
thousand deaths as I let Phyl’s words echo 
again and again in my mind. It got so I 
couldn’t sleep or eat and then Chris sug- 
gested I get a medical check-up, my anger 
flared up. 

“There’s nothing wrong with me!” | 
shouted at him for the first time. The hurt 
look on his face didn’t go away even after 
I apologized for snapping at him. He took 
me in his arms. “Perhaps working is a 
little too much for you, hon. Why not rest 
for a while?” The solicitude in his voice 
warmed me. Then a part of my mind 
whispered cruelly, “You’re another toy to 
Chris!” The comforting warmth went out 
of his embrace and I shivered. I pulled 
away abruptly. “I’m just tired today. 
Good night, Chris.” 

I cried myself to sleep that night. I had 
vowed to try to win Chris, but now I 
couldn’t try. Phyl not only had the first 
claim on my husband. She was the one 
who was fighting for him now. I stood on 
the sidelines and watched from then on. 
My heart was no longer young. It was 
shrivelled up inside me just as Mom’s had 
been all those years Dad was unfaithful. 
Of the two, Chris was the discreet one. 
Phyl seemed to get bolder each day after 
Chris’ accident. She flirted openly. She 
didn’t hide from me the fact that she 
sought moments with him alone. Chris was 
the master deceiver, I told myself then. 
He never betrayed that Phyl’s luring ways 
struck a responsive chord inside him. Of 
the two, I began to resent him more, be- 
cause he deceived so admirably. As if he 
had been practicing all of his life— 

I was numb in Chris’ embrace then. | 
snapped at him almost daily. When he 
asked what was bothering me, I couldn't 
answer. Deep down, I knew the time was 
coming when I would have to leave him. 
I couldn’t survive staying with him when 
he wanted another. We were all living 
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lies. All of us except Neal. Neal with his 
infinitely trusting heart could not have 
suessed the truth. Each day found him 
happier. more tender toward Phyl, a little 
bit prouder of his coming paternity. 


NTEAL OFFERED to give me a driving 
LN Jjesson that Saturday afternoon. Chris 
was fixing the bathroom sink, and I had 
just finished making new curtains for the 
kitchen. Phyl was having her usual after- 
noon nap. Now in her fifth month of preg- 
nancy. she was as lovely, as vibrant as ever. 
It seemed as if she got more beautiful with 
each passing day. 

I was too restless to listen hard to Neal’s 
patient explanations of gears and shifts 
and throttles. It wasn’t long before he 
sensed it. and when he suggested we quit, 
| just nodded. 

I didn’t hear the sound of Chris’ ham- 
mering as I went up the steps. Neal was 
right behind me. “Guess the plumber is 
finished, after all.” Chris had thought his 
job in the bathroom would take a couple of 
hours. “I’ll put some coffee on,” I said list- 
lessly. I threw my coat down on the sofa. 
Neal sat down, and [I moved toward the 
kitchen. 

I was twenty feet away when I saw them. 
My husband’s back was toward me. He 
stood with his arms outstretched, one hand 
on each of Phyl’s trim shoulders. She was 
looking up into his eyes, and her expres- 
sion was loving. beseeching, as she said, 
“But I have to be with you each day, 
darling—” 

Something snapped inside me then. I 
felt as if I had been hurled through space, 
yet I was dimly aware that I was running 
on my own feet. The loud, animal-like 
wail came from me. Chris turned, his face 
contorted with shock. I flung myself past 
his outstretched arms. “Don’t stop me! 
I’ve got to kill her! I’ve got to!” 

Phyl’s laugh went hollow. She turned 
and raced backward just as I came near 
enough to tackle her. The door to the 
basement was just beyond the kitchen. 
Phyl headed for it. Her only outburst was 
a frenzied yelp for Neal. 

I didn’t know then that he had already 
come running in from the living-room. He 
had heard my wild yelling. The next action 
took place in just a second or two. I felt 
myself crashing downward to the floor just 
as Phyl reached the basement door. 

I didn’t know that it was Neal who had 
thrown me down. Chris was still standing 
there paralyzed as my head gushed forth 
blood. Just as the blackness began shad- 
ing out everything else. Phyl’s inhuman 
yelling rent the air. 


A GAIN AND AGAIN, I came to in the 
: hospital and was terrified by that same 
inhuman yelling. It was late Sunday eve- 
ning that I fully regained consciousness. 
Even then I thought the screaming that I 
heard was real. I put my hands to my ears 
to shut out the noise. Strong, cool hands 
pulled my hands back to my sides. The 


nurse told me gently that [ wasn’t to move 
at all. I had suffered a severe head in- 
jury and my head was in traction to pre- 
brain injury. My _ heart 
pounded with dizzy fear as vague, painful 
memories of the previous afternoon came 
back. Where was Chris? And Phyl—what 
had made her scream so wildly? “You’re 
to relax.” Dr. Kennedy’s voice was low as 


vent serious 


the needle shot into my arm. “Your hus- 
band has been here since yesterday. He 
has the room next to yours.” 

Drugged pain—these  fol- 
lowed each other in frightening order for 
two whole days. And then I woke on Wed- 
nesday with a clear head. and there was 
Chris. A pale. haggard, unshaven Chris 


sleep-——and 


who took my hands in his and wept. “Jan.” 
he sobbed. “forgive me.” 
Tears ran down my cheeks. Chris 


begged me to lie still, to hear him through. 
I did, though my heart ached for him in 
his terrible guilt and sadness. Yes, he 
had been infatuated with Phyl for a long 
time. He had even had an affair with her 
before he met me. He hated himself for it, 
but he had lost his head over her. And 
then he met me and Phyl was out of his 
system for good. Only Phyl refused to be- 
lieve that he no longer desired her. She 
had tormented him since the day he 
brought me home as his wife. 

He knew he was strong enough to resist 
her forever, but he hadn’t considered that I 
might discover what Phyl was about and be 
hurt. That Saturday afternoon he had been 
telling her firmly that he was through with 
her forever. He stopped and stroked my 
hair. “Chris, I love you. I must have gone 
out of my head—” 

He silenced me by putting two fingers 
over my lips. “Please. you’re not to talk, 
He read the anxious question in 
lost her baby. She told 
Neal everything and he loved her too much, 


darling.” 
my eyes. “Phyl 


really. to believe that she’s been untrue. 
Neal is 
selling the lumberyard and they’re going 
to start all over out on the West Coast. I— 
I think I'll still have a job—” 

“And I can always get one—for a while.” 
I wanted Chris to know that I was his for 


She left the hospital yesterday. 


keeps, for better or for worse, as long as he 
wanted me. We were silent for a long 
while. I knew that he was thinking what 
I was—that if I had only gone to him with 
my jealous feelings, we might have saved 
everyone a lot of heartache. We might 
have saved Phyl’s baby. Somehow, we 
might have saved Neal the knowledge of 
Phyl’s faithlessness that was too painful 
for him to believe even now. Chris and I 
will have to bear the shadow of our errors 
always. I can only be grateful that our 
love has survived our sins, and that to- 
gether we can both survive our guilt. For 
he is the only man I want—for keeps. 
Maybe one day, I can forgive myself for 


doubting his faithfulness to me. I know 
that this was the gravest sin of all. 
THE END 
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A lovely complexion wins admirers. 
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The Heart Cannot Judge 


(Continued from Page 34) 


ready and baking all kinds of good things 
to eat. Most of our guests would be young 
and I knew from experience how much 
they could eat. 

We had an early dinner, then Bobby sug- 
gested we open our gifts before the guests 


arrived. “I want to see how you like what 
I got for you,” he said with an excited 
smile. 


I had bought him a woolen shirt and ski 
pants, besides a beautiful sweater and a 
new gold band for his watch. I watched 
him open his gifts and laughed at his ex- 
travagant praise. Then he handed me a 
package which obviously came from a 
jewelry store. 

Inside the satin-lined case was one of the 
most beautiful wrist watches I had ever 
seen. It was two shades of gold and on 
either side were three diamonds. I gasped 
when I saw it, estimating its value as well 
over a hundred dollars. 

“Darling,” I exclaimed. 
have gone in so deep for me! Why it'll 
take you a year to pay for it, even if you 
got a discount.” 

He came over and put his arms around 
me. “Suppose it takes two years. I’ve got 
the sweetest Mom in all the world.” 

I don’t know why but suddenly all the 
pleasure was gone, and though the fire in 
the fireplace made the room warm, I felt 
cold. Once before he’d said almost the 
same words when I accused him of taking 
money from a girl’s purse. 

I closed my eyes as he stood up and 
went back to examine his own gifts. “Oh 
dear God,” I prayed silently, “don’t let it 
start all over again. Let this be an honest 
gift.” 

I don’t know to this day how I got 
through that evening and Christmas day 
but I must have done a fairly good job for 
no one seemed to notice anything wrong. 
But I was so nervous I jumped every time 
the doorbell rang, not knowing but what 
I'd find a policeman waiting to arrest 
Bobby. 

I tried desperately to believe that he had 
bought the watch with money he’d earned, 
but something inside of me, some knowl- 
edge born of past experiences. made me 
doubt. It was too expensive and Bobby 
had never been the saving kind. If it had 
been an ordinary watch costing perhaps 
fifty dollars, I might have believed him. 


“vou shouldn’t 


EW YEAR’S CAME AND I began to 

relax. Surely if Bobby had stolen 

the watch from the store where he worked, 
it would have been discovered by now. 

Then came the first week in the new 

year and Bobby announced that he would 

probably be putting in overtime as they 

were taking inventory. 


It was the second week in January, a 
cold, blustery day, when the phone rang 
in the office where I worked and a strange 
man’s voice asked if I could come down 
to the police station. I knew then, with. 
out asking any questions. 

I felt numb and dead inside when | 
walked up the steps. A man in uniform 
directed me to an office where Bobby wait- 
ed. There was another man there, Bobby’s 
boss, I learned. 

The police captain motioned me to a 
chair. “Did your son give you a watch for 
Christmas?” he asked. 

I glanced at Bobby but he was staring 
at the floor and didn’t look up. Numbly I 
nodded. I couldn’t speak around the lump 
in my throat. 

“Do you have it with you?” The cap- 
tain asked. 

I unfastened the catch and held the 
watch out to him. 

“Is this the one that was stolen?” he 
asked the other man. The man took it and 
after a moment nodded. 

“Yes. It was so expensive we didn’t 
stock many. The others were sold but this 


one,” he turned to Bobby, “this young 


crook stole!” 

Again I looked at Bobby and had all I 
could do to keep from crying out. He was 
frightened, yet there was a certain de- 
fiance in his manner too. I realized why 
he was frightened when I heard his boss 
say that the watch retailed at eight hun- 
dred dollars instead of the hundred I had 
guessed. 

“What are you going to do to him?” I 
asked when I could control my voice. 

The jeweler turned to me and there was 
anger in his face. “What am I going to 
do, lady? I’m going to make an example 
of him. It’s time these young hoodlums 
found out that they can’t get away with 
robbery and murder.” 

ut he didn’t kill anyone,” I protested, 
“and I'm willing to pay for this watch if 
you'll just let him go.” 

I saw Bobby’s head come up with a jerk 
and relief flood his face, but it didn’t last 
long. 

For several minutes the jeweler looked 
at me, then he shook his head. “I guess 
maybe you’ve gone to bat for him before,” 
he said thoughtfully. “It might have been 
better if you’d whaled the daylights out of 
That’s the trouble with 
They’ve got 


him a few times. 
this younger generation. 
things too easy.” 

What followed was a nightmare I'll never 
forget. Sometimes I dream about it and 
wake up crying. Bobby had no defense 
whatever and when he came to trial the 
jury didn’t even leave their seats. The day 
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[ heard him sentenced to prison, | wanted 
to die. 

“It wasn’t his fault.” I sobbed wildly. 
“Tt’s mine, mine! I thought I knew better 
than anyone how to handle him, but I was 
wrong. so terribly, wickedly wrong.” 

It was only after Bobby was gone and I 
was alone once more that I began to think 
seriously about what the jeweler had said. 
Was he right? Had I been wrong in al- 
ways coming to his rescue, in making ex- 
cuses and covering up for him instead of 
punishing him when I knew in my heart 
he deserved punishment. 

I knew that lots of small children take 
things that don’t belong to them, but if 
they are made to see that it is wrong. they 
don’t go any farther. That was where I 
failed. I was so obsessed with giving Bob- 
by the love and attention of both father 
and mother that I overlooked the fact that 
the most doting of parents occasionally 
must discipline a child if they want to 
raise the right kind of children. 

That time when his teacher called to tell 
me he had been stealing, why hadn’t I fol- 
lowed her advice instead of going all soft 
inside when Bobby put his arms around 
me? 

And when I found that chest in the attic, 
I should have personally seen to it that he 
rettirned every last item to its rightful 
owner, no matter how it humiliated him. 
Instead I had weakly taken his word that 
he would return the things. 

The first time I visited him in prison, 
my agony was almost physical. My son, 
who had always loved the outdoors, was 
locked up behind bars, forced to associate 
with hardened criminals. What would he 
be like when he came out? 

I have never missed a visiting day since 
he’s been in prison and I never will. The 
last time I went, Sue went with me and [ll 
never forget Bobby’s face when he saw her. 
At first he stared at her as if he couldn’t 
believe it was really her, then his face sort 
of crumpled and for a moment J thought 
he was going to cry, but he didn’t. He 
swallowed a couple of times then he man- 
aged to smile. 

“Hello, Sue,” he 
think you'd come. 

Her soft lips quivered and her dark eyes 
were full of tears as she looked at him. “I 
didn’t think I would either,” she said. “It 
was a terrible thing you did, terrible for 
you and worse for your mother.” 

He pressed both hands to the steel mesh 
that divided the room and I’ve never for- 


said. “—I—I didn’t 


gotten the expression in his eyes. “Will 
you come back. Sue?” he asked. “With 


good behavior I'll get time off and when 
I'm free again—” 

“Yes,” she said softly, 
what will you do? I love you, Bobby, you 
know that, but I'll never marry you unless 
I'm sure you'll go straight.” 

They had forgotten I was there and I 
watched the two young faces, wondering 
what the future held for them. I’d always 
loved Sue first time Bobby 


“when you're free, 
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brought her home, but ['d just thought of 
her as a sweet, gentle girl with a beautiful 
face. Now for the first time I saw beneath 
the surface and recognized the iron that 
was lacking in my makeup. Bobby was 
weak, but maybe if Sue were to marry him 
she could keep him on the straight an 
narrow as I had failed to do. 

Lately when I’ve visited him, it seems 
to me there is a change in Bobby. Maybe I 
imagine it but I have a feeling that he in- 
tends to live up to what Sue expects of him. 

The last time I went to the prison. Sue 
had a cold and couldn’t go. We talked for 
awhile, then Bobby said. “Mom since I’ve 
been in here and seen what happens to 
criminals, I’ve done a lot of thinking and 
when I get out things are going to be dif- 
ferent. I love Sue but she’ll never marry 
me until I prove myself.” 


He hesitated, then said earnestly, “] 
swear if I ever have a son that I'll tan his 
hide good if I ever catch him taking any. 
thing that doesn’t belong to him.” 

I left shortly after that but my spirits 
were lighter than they’d been since he was 
arrested. Maybe he would make some thing 
of his life, with Sue’s help. I’d failed him 
but she wouldn’t. For all her seeming 
softness, she was strong. 

That’s where I'd failed. I realize noy 
that by shielding him I’d done the worst 
thing possible. Instead of helping him. I'd 
encouraged him to do worse. It was too 
late for me to do much now but I could 
back up whatever Sue did and I would, 
Maybe together we could help him to be. 
come the kind of man I’d always wanted 
him to be. THE END 





Mean Man Of Musie 


(Continued from Page 40) 


piece and turned to go to the shower, 
Coulon remarked: “He could ’a been as 
good in the ring as he is on trumpet. He 
hits hard and fast, he’s deadly and wants 
to win all the time. He’s dangerous when 
he’s hurt and has got that killer instinct. 
I'd say he could a been a champ.” 

But if Miles missed his calling into the 
ring he hasn’t missed it out side. “This 
guy, one of the producers of this package 
show, was over six feet tall,” Cannonball 
recalled. “In Detroit he had asked Miles 
to open the show. Miles said ‘let Brubeck 
(Dave) do it.’ Miles didn’t open. So 
when the tour closed in Chicago, this guy 
decided he was going to dock Miles $100 
for insubordination. Miles leaped up, 
bashing him with a left hand to his head. 
The hook took this guy off his feet and 
Miles was on him like white on rice. Do 
I think Miles has a Napoleanic complex?,” 
Cannonball repeated the question. “I don’t 
know. But his family and friends admit 
he’s never run from a man, big or little, 
in his life, including a New York cop he 
disarmed before he was blackjacked from 
behind. 

Yet, none can deny there is an aggressive 
streak in Miles, and strangely or not so 
strange, his heroes seem to be fighters, 
with whom he pals around. He can talk 
for hours about Sugar Ray or Bratton and 
fights he has seen, which are many. Miles 
works out at every opportunity, even 
though he has developed a heart condition 
in recent years. And his 13-year-old son 
in Chicago is a replica of the father in 
the ring. 

While Miles may be brusque with adults, 
he is tender with children. And when the 
mobs set upon the Little Rock Nine, during 
the turbulent school integration crisis, 
Miles said: “Man I don’t even want to talk 


about it, you know them people are wrong, 
I know they’re wrong.” And though he 
wouldn’t talk about it, three hours after 
he made the statement, he exploded to no 
one at all: “It looks like their con<cience 
or something ought to bother them.” The 
suffering of the children had never left 
his mind. On another occasion in the 
Santa Barbara train station. Cannonball 
remembers, “Miles gave five little \[exican 
children $5 each because they looked 
hungry. He had just finished dinner.” 
“You got to make some compromises in 
this world, Miles,” people tell him. and 
he just looks at them and remembers the 


TV boys from Madison Avenue and it 
strengthens his resolve. Says Miles: 


“These young ambitious TV guys call me 
up in New York and say we got a great 
idea, Miles. Can we come over and talk 
to you about it. ‘I tell them come on 
over.’ Then one of them starts: ‘Look. 
Miles we got a half hour network slot we 
can get for you.” How much? I ask. ‘Now 
Miles there are 225 stations lined up.’ How 
much? I ask. ‘Miles, it’s a time slot when 
most people are listening.” How much? |! 
ask. ‘Well it doesn’t pay anything Miles. 
but it’s exposure.’ I tell them to get out of 
my house. Exposure! What do I want it 
for? This guy would go back to the net- 
work and say I got Miles for nothing. I 
would be a feather in his cap and the net- 
work budget would be used to pay some- 
one else. I ain’t going to let nobody ure 
me. I pay my way, let them pay theirs.’ 

“Miles Davis would be all right if he 
acted like everybody else.” some say. but 
they fail to realize Miles Davis isn’t any- 
body else, and all of his life has waged 4 
one-man war against conformity. Change 
Miles Davis and you change his art, and 
what a tragic loss that would be. 


THE END 
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Hollywood To Harlem 
(Continued from Page 8) 


Sings Spirituals.” Theme of the paint- 
ings center around Moses and the Ten 
Commandments. which is one of the 
numbers in the album (The Ten Com- 
mandments) sung to music composed by 
Roy’s manager Bill Cook. 

The Horace Silver Quintet 
somewhat surprised on their opening 


was 


night at The Jazz Gallery in Greenwich 
Village to see an artist, complete with 
easel and brushes, set up front and 
center. The painter, Bruce Mitchell, a 
Guggenheim winner, was doing some ac- 
tion painting of the group. Paintings 
will hang in the Gallery, which uses med- 
ern art with a jazz theme as its motif. 
The twelve interracial voices of the 
Belafonte Folk Singers have included in 
their repertoire an Argentine gaucho 
song, a South African Festival tune, a 
song from Sweden, one from Ireland and 
a sea chant. Belafonte himself has 
formed a movie producing firm with 
singer Nat Cole and they’re looking 
around for a musical film in which they 
can co-star. 

Pearlie Mae Bailey and hubbie Louis 
Bellson have livened up their ranch home 
in Apple Valley, Calif., by naming the 
various lanes around the place after their 
show biz friends, complete with sign 
posts and all. 

The last album recorded by young 
singer Jesse Belvin, just before he met 
with a fatal automobile accident in Ark- 
ansas, has been released by his recording 
company, RCA Victor. The album, “Mr. 
Easy” contains several songs written by 
Belvin and his wife Jo Ann (who was 
also killed in the same accident). Royal- 
ties will go to the couple’s two small 
children. 

Singer Lonnie Sattin was doing more 
than making films with star Jane Russell 
in Rome. He’s brought back a complete 
wardrobe of sleek satin jackets, designed 
for him by one of Italy’s top designers. 
and which will be his trade mark from 
here on out. 

Prince Spencer’s golfing game got a 
setback recently. Thieves stole two sets 
of golf clubs from the dancer’s Chicago 


apartment while he was in Las Vegas. 
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She Wanted To Own Us 


(Continued from Page 25) 


added, “You know, James, if we mentioned 
this to Bob, he’d probably hit the ceiling.” 

“I know. But—well—maybe you ought 
to mention it to him anyway. This could 
go on and on, and you'll both end up pris- 
oners to this house.” He looked at me 
seriously. “I’m not trying to interfere, but 
I know her better than Bob, in a different 
way. I can look at it objectively.” 

“What was she like before?” I asked 
him. “Before Bob’s dad passed away.” 

“Oh, pretty much the same. She liked 
to be waited on, and Uncle Harry catered 
to her. So did Bob. She’s the kind that 
can’t stand to be alone. If Uncle Harry 
had to go to a meeting, or any place at all, 
and Bob was going out too, she’d have a 
fit.” 

I nodded. “That sounds just like her, 
though Bob would never admit it. You 
know,” I went on thoughtfully, “the other 
day when I was cleaning her room, I found 
the family photograph album under her 
bed. Isn’t it always kept in the living room 
bookcase?” 

“As far as I can remember.” 

“IT was just wondering how she got it.” 

“Maybe Bob took it in to her.” 

I shook my head. “No, I asked him. 
And by the way, he did nearly hit the ceil- 
ing. He thought I was imagining things.” 
I laughed. “Our first married quarrel.” 
Well, perhaps not our first. My mind went 
back to the first weeks of our marriage, 
before we had moved in here with his 
mother. 


HAD JUST finished drying the last din- 
~ ner dish when the telephone rang. As 
Bob went to answer it, I knew it would be 
his mother. The thought irritated me, 
though I honestly tried to dispel the irri- 
tation, knowing it was unfair to Bob. 
When he came back to the kitchen and told 
me his mother wanted us over this evening, 
I exclaimed, “Not again tonight! We were 
over there Monday. Tuesday and last 
night!” 

“I’m sorry, honey, but she sounded so 
lonely.” 

“Isn’t your father home?” 

“It’s lodge night,” he told me. Oh, yes, 
every last Friday of the month was lodge 
night. Union meetings on Tuesday night; 
Saturday nights were poker nights, and not 
infrequently, just a night out, not to men- 
tion a dozen and one other things. How 
well I knew, in such a short time! 

“Oh, Bob, why can’t she understand you 
are married now, and that we would like a 
little time to ourselves?” 

“Give her time, Martha. She just isn’t 
used to it yet,” he pleaded. “I guess it’s 


my fault. I always spoiled her. But just be 
patient a little longer.” 

“I’m about out of patience,” I answered. 
shaking out the damp dish towel sharply to 
give my words emphasis. 

He spread his hands wide. “Look, | 
don’t think it’s that much of a hardship. 
Besides, you manage to see your mother 
pretty often.” 

“In the daytime, usually,” I reminded 
him levelly. “I don’t drag you over there 
every other night. Nor does she expect us 
to spend all of our time with her!” 

“I'd say there was quite a difference be. 
tween the two women,” he said, his expres. 
sion grim. “My mother led a more shel- 
tered life than yours. Your mother is in- 
dependent, and far more capable of taking 
care of herself. She’s used to being alone.” 

“Your mother isn’t alone!” I snapped. 
“She has your father, and James. My 
mother is a widow and up until lately. had 
to work for a living. Of course, she hasn't 
lived a sheltered life! Yet, she doesn’t de- 
mand all of our free time.” Blindly. I 
sprinkled cleansing powder in the sink. 
then scrubbed furiously at the already 
clean porcelain. He just didn’t under- 
stand! And it wasn’t that I was jealous of 
his mother, or disliked her. I liked her 
very much, and admired her in many ways. 
But we had our own lives to live. We 
couldn’t live hers, too. 

I wanted to tell him: There’s only one 
thing wrong with your mother—she’s still 
trying to hang onto her little boy, and 
frankly, | think the little boy still wants to 
cling to his mother! I didn’t say it, of 
course, but it didn’t keep me from think- 
ing it. 

“Well, I’m going, anyway,” he told me 
stubbornly. “She'll wonder why you 
aren’t with me, and I don’t know what I'll 
tell her.” 

“Tell her I broke my leg, or fell in a 
hole!” I shot back. Then I turned to look 
at him, the hurt confused expression on 
his face melting my anger. Only a few 
weeks married, and already, we were ar- 
guing. 

A thing like this could grow and grow, 
and remembering my marriage vows, | 
realized I would have to take it in my 
stride, and hope and pray something could 
be worked out. After all, I reminded my- 
self, it was his mother, and I didn’t want 
to cause friction between them, or our- 
selves. 

And now, after this conversation with 
James, I knew I wasn’t imagining things. 
But why? Why, if she really could walk. 
would she pretend? I thought back to the 
time when we had first moved in. and I had 
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asked her exactly how it felt, since the doc- 
tor had told me she couldn’t walk. 

“It’s dificult to explain. Martha,” she 
had told me. “It’s as if I haven’t a nerve 
in my legs. I can imagine lifting them, I 
can even feel the exertion, but my legs just 
won’t move.” She looked at me wistfully. 
“Don’t you believe me?” 

“Of course I do,” I told her gently. And 
I did believe her, then. But now, I knew 
it was either a case of deceit. or a psycho- 
logical block. And if it really were the lat- 
ter, then how could all these little things 
be explained? Yet. if it were deceit, why? 
She wasn’t that kind of a person. or at least 
I didn’t think she was. 

James took the garbage out for me, then 
came back to the kitchen. 

“IT guess I'll be going now, Martha. I 
have a heavy date that won’t wait.” 

“James,” I blurted. “do you really think 
Bob’s mother can walk? I mean—that she 
can walk—and does?’ 

“IT do.” he answered firmly. “There’s 
been too much evidence pointing towards 
it.” 

“T think so too, 
something about it.” 

“Just go easy.” he warned me. “It’s a 
tricky business. Bob and his mother are 
pretty close, and she has had a shock, be- 
cause of Uncle Harry’s sudden death.” 

I detested spying on anyone but I knew, 
too, that it had to be done. She was wast- 
ing her life away: a life that could be spent 
usefully and successfully, to the fullest de- 
many women who 


and I’m going to do 


gree. There were many. 
would give anything to have her health. 
And if this really worked—if we could 
catch her red-handed. I felt certain that 
it would straighten out her desire to cling 
to Bob, and that she would be willing to 
acknowledge his right to a life of his own, 
unchained to hers. 

If it didn’t work, and my stomach knot- 
ted in fear at the prospect, I didn’t dare 
dream what might happen. Possibly I was 
risking my whole future happiness with 
Bob, but I had to take the gamble! I felt 
certain she could walk, just as surely as 
I knew the following day would dawn, new 
and fresh, and in essence, that’s the way 
I wanted our marriage days to be. I wanted 
to wake up eagerly each morning. alert and 
full of anticipation for the new day. And 
knowing as I did that she could walk, I had 
to prove it to Bob. or else he would remain 
chained to her for the rest of her life. He 
had to know that his mother was a spoiled. 
childish woman, devoid of cruelty, of 
course, but still innocently dangerous to 
our already rocky marriage. 


HE NEXT EVENING at dinner I de- 

cided to speak of it to Bob. I took a 
deep breath, then said. “Your mother had 
quite a busy day today.” 

“Oh?” I watched as he swallowed the 
last of his coffee. 
pany?” 


“Did she have com- 


NT 
No,” I answered as firmly as possible. 
Forget it, a voice inside told me. Just for- 
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looks. 


° Ps 
Professional-Like Home Results 
Tonight, watch streaked, gray, dull, faded, burnt and 
lifeless hair respond to BLACK STRAND Hair Coloring. 
Watch how it colors each hair shaft from root to tip 
leaving it shiny, lustrous, lovely to look at. Touch up 
only as new hair grows out. Easy, simple directions guar- 
antee to produce breathtaking results. Money-back guar- 


antee. Choose from Jet 
BLACK Black, Black, Dark Brown, 
STRAND Medium Brown or Light 

Brown. Only 75¢ plus tax 
HAIR COLORING —at druggists everywhere. 
STRAND PRODUCTS CO. pept. 723-F 
118 S. Clinton St. e 
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POEMS WANTED 


To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 

Phonograph Records Made 
CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32St. Stedie 670,New York 1 
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Lod ape 
signing for others. It moy 
lead to thrilling coreer—even 


course under pase» J 
provides eacellent 
starting point for a coreer. 
Send for free booklet, “Ad- 
ventures in Dress Design.” 


MATIONAL SCHROCK OF DRESS DESIGN 
__—-838 Diversey Perkwey Bept.323A, Chicege 14, m. 


Gypsy Bait Oil 
OR NO 
COST 


MAKES FISH BIT 


| Aayseeriows aroma of Gypsy Fish 


feeding fish wild through thou- 
sands of smell organs covering 
their bodies. One drop on lure 
or live bait works in fresh or salt 
water whether you still fish, cast, 
spin or troll. Really works. Only 
$1.98 (3 for $4.98). Cash orders 
stpaid. If C.0.D. 5 extra. 
Beans fish to your bait or money 
back. FREE. Handy water re- —~— 
sistant, pouch with every bottle, EXTRA BONUS: Free 
pt. Secrets of Catching Catfish” with order for 3. 
Order fro 
WALLING KEITH CHEMICALS, Inc. Dept.723-H 


100 So. 41st Birmingh 1, Alab 
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Sweet Georgia Brown 
Products Sell FASTER 


Have Faith and Hope that Good Luck has come your 
y. Here's your chance NOW to Get Rid of Money 

ries and Make Big Money Quick taking Easy 
Orders for VALMOR and Sweet Georgia wn 
Face Creams, Beauty Lotions, Long Hair Appearance 
Hair Dressing, Crowning Glory Hair Dressing with 
Lanolin, Love Me Always Perfume, Incense and Food 
Flavors. Just think of the Money mya spend on 
these Fine Goods. You'll Make Money FAST taking 
orders for this FAST SELLING LIN 


FULL OR SPARE TIME! 


Joinup NOW with these Great Nationally Advertised 
Sweet Gorgia Brown Products that people need 
and want, and use every day of their lives. 


Hurry! 
Don’t Let This Chance 
Get Away from You! 
temember, no experience 
needed. We show How to 
Make, perhaps, MORE 
MONEY than you ever 
made before. Earnings 
possible of $150 to $500 
Full Time or Spare Time. 
FREE Beautiful Premi- 
ums and Gifts given to 
you in addition to BIG , 
MONEY you make. Don’t 
delay. Send today for big 
FREE Money Making 
Sample Case Offer. Just 
fill in Coupon and Mail. 





















VALMOR PRODUCTS CO., Dept E-211 
2451 So. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, tt. 
Please rush FREE Sample Case Offer with complete 
Money Making details and how to get Free Valuable 


Premiums. 


NAME 











ADDRESS 












THE ONE 


GUARANTEED 
LOSE WEIGHT 


.is by eating less. And now for the 
first — you can do it easier, safer 
with NEW B-SLiM CAPS. No rigid 
starvation diets, no pills before 


ag Ay 
UST ON  B-SLiM CAP IN THE 
MORNING BEFORE BREAKFAST 
.and your appetite is gently 
‘curbed for the entire day. No jangled 
nerves, no tenseness fighting 
your desire for food. You cut down 
naturally, harmlessly, effectively. 
What's more, only 1 capsule per day 
means you pay less too. 
Full 3 weeks supply 
(21 capsules) only $1.98 
Economy 6 weeks supply 
(42 capsules) $2.98 
Order now B-SLIM CAPS must do all we say, 
or money refunded. Save 32¢ on postage. 
© Send cash, check or M. 0. with order; or send 
© $1.00, balance C.0.D. plus P.0. charges. 
‘. MARSHALL DRUG REMEDIES, INC._ 
Dept. 39, Box 188, Forest Hills 75, N. Y. 
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get it. But I knew I couldn’t. He had to 
understand, and believe me. “I told her I 
wanted to go to the grocery store and then 
I might stop by Mom’s, and then I—” 

“How long was she alone, for pete’s 
sake?” he asked angrily, lighting a cig- 
arette. 

“T didn’t leave. 
leaving.” 

He gave me a disgusted look. “What are 
you getting at, Martha? you’re not making 
any sense.” 

“T spent quite a bit of time in the base- 
ment. I heard your mother moving about 
in the kitchen, no doubt to get herself 
something to eat. Then she went in the liv- 
ing room, and I could hear her distinctly.” 

“But you didn’t see her?” 

“No. It wasn’t necessary. 
could it have been?” 

Suddenly he burst out laughing. 
“Honestly, Martha, you have a terrific 
imagination.” Then his expression turned 
serious. “I don’t know what’s the matter 
with you, but you’re certainly being un- 
fair. You know I wouldn’t resent caring 
for your mother, if it was necessary.” 

“That is just my point,” I said patiently. 
“Tt isn’t necessary in your mother’s case. 
She’s just as spry as I am, but she won't 
be, if she continues to refuse to lead an 
active life.” I leaned across the table, con- 
tinuing eagerly, “It isn’t just for us, Bob, 
but more for her sake. She'll lay there 
and become weaker and weaker, before she 
dies. She has years ahead of—” 

“She can’t walk!” he broke in on me, 
getting up from his chair. “I’m tired of 
hearing you yak about it. You have some 
sort of unnatural about this 
thing that I can’t figure out. I thought I 
knew you, but now, I’m not at all sure.” 

I got up, too, and went over to him. His 
arms went about me reluctantly at first, 
then gathered me fiercely to him. “Bob, 
you know I love you dearly, and I think 
the world of your mother. Won’t you just 
give me a chance to prove to you what I’ve 
been saying. It will mean so much to all 
of us.” I was desperately begging now. 
“Tf it fails, I promise I won’t ever mention 
it again, and she’ll never know about it.” 

He was silent for a moment. “All right, 
Martha,” he said tiredly. “How?” 

“She knows I will be going to the hair- 
dresser’s tomorrow right after lunch. I al- 
ready told her. Do you think you could 
manage to get home then, without her 
knowing it?” 

He nodded slowly. “Then what?” 

“T’ll pretend to go out, then I'll go down 
to the basement, using the outside en- 
trance. You can do the same. That’s all. 
I know she will be up and around. Then, 
we'll confront her.” 


I was 


I just told her 


Who else 


obsession 


Be CAME HOME the next day at the 

appointed time. I knew his whole be- 

ing rebelled at this, but because of his love 

for me, he had consented to go through 
with it. 

When we heard movement in the room 





above us, we started up the basement steps. 


Slowly. I turned the door knob, gently 
pushing it open only inches at a time. 
When the door was open wide, I could 
feel Bob peering over my shoulder, then 
I felt his body stiffen against mine, just as 
my eyes caught sight of what at first ap- 
peared to be a bundle of clothing, on the 
floor. I gasped as Bob pushed past me, 
rushing to the form of his mother on the 
floor. 

“Mom! Are you hurt? What hap. 
pened?” He kneeled down on the floor be- 
side her and raised her to a sitting position. 

“Nothing happened! I’m crawling!” 
Her eyes flashed angrily as she looked 
straight at me. “So it’s your fault?” she 
accused me bitterly. “You got Bob to 
sneak home so you could spy on me. You 
lied, saying you were going to have your 
hair fixed.” She turned angry eyes to Bob. 
“No, I’m not hurt—in the way you think.” 

Bob’s face looked stricken as he looked 
at her, then he turned his eyes away, an 
expression of shame washing over his face. 

“T’ve been trying to force myself to walk 
ever since you moved in, but I didn’t want 
anyone to know about it until I had suc- 
ceeded, so I could surprise you. The doctor 
told me it was all in my mind, though I 
still can’t see how that’s possible, but I was 
at least trying to do something about it. | 
never dreamed my own daughter-in-law 
considered me a liar, though.” She paused 
only long enough to take a deep breath. 
“To strip a person of their dignity is 
mean!” 

“But it was an honest mistake,” I pro- 
tested lamely. 

She acted as though she hadn't heard 
me. “I’ve been crawling around this house. 
hoping to strengthen my legs so that I 
could walk again. And I actually had 
taken a few steps just before you two— 
you sneaked in on me.” She began to 
sniffle. “I had wanted to surprise you, but 
your wife didn’t believe me. She had to spy 
on me. and treat me like a criminal!” 

The room was heavy with silence. My 
eyes avoided contact with Bob’s, my brain 
whirled crazily with unanswered questions. 
How could I have known? And was it so 
terribly wrong? Had I really wanted to 
prove her ability to walk purely for selfish 
reasons? Had I unconsciously resented 
her, felt jealousy because of Bob’s attach- 
ment to her? 

Sitting there, I realized even though I 
had not been aware of it, I had been 
jealous of her; that I had wanted to belittle 
her in Bob’s eyes. Otherwise, why hadn't 
I confronted her openly and honestly, tell- 
ing her I thought she could walk, and that 
I knew it? 

I don’t know. I couldn’t answer those 
questions just then. Right now, I wanted 
desperately to restore her dignity, and 
trust in me again. 

I spread my hands helplessly. “Can't 
you forgive me? Can’t you understand my 
side of it?” 

“You had no right to spy on me! I let 
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Good things happen 
when you give 


Red Cross is you. And your family and the neighbor next door. 





Red Cross is people. People needing . . . people heeding. Through 
Red Cross your kindness and generosity become tender comfort 
and unfailing support for others. This is your Red Cross: swift to 
answer each call for help in times of personal tragedy, family crisis 
or national catastrophe. Service . . . person-to-person. 


Help through Red Cross. Help make good things happen. @ 
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you move in my home and take over. You 
took over my son and now, you’ve taken 
away my last shred of dignity.” 
Unreasonable anger hit me then. “You 
let us move in? You mean you begged us, 
practically forced us! I waited on you 
hand and foot, gave up my social life and 
the majority of my married life because of 





you. You used me for a maid, for an ex- hi 

cuse to keep your boy bound to you. That’s | ae 

why you can’t walk! Because you didn’t dee 

want to lose your son!” I was crying hys- om 
| terically by now. I felt Bob’s arm around Bu 
| my shoulders, comforting and_ soothing, “~ 
like a refuge from a severe storm. Through ra 
my tears, I could see my mother-in-law wae 
| staring at me in a strange way. — 
“Martha—Martha,” she whispered final- ch; 

ly, her face alight with something akin to - 


revelation. “I didn’t realize—but you are 
right. Oh, I knew I was trying to hang onto ) 
Bob. but I didn’t really see your side of it.” 











She looked up at me with sympathy. 98 
” , ; 2 ’ the 
“Why. you poor child, all this time I a 
| never really considered you. No wonder of 
you suspected me.” i. 
Bob gave a forced laugh that was filled 
; : ma 
with relief. “We do have chairs, you know. ' 
Why don’t we try them out?” He picked es 
her up in his arms. 
: tat 
“Let me down,” she demanded spirited- - 
ly. “I’m going to walk to a chair!” And a 
she did, hanging on to Bob’s arm for sup- asi 
port. Her breathing was labored when she i 
finally settled herself in a kitchen chair. the 
“T know I can walk—now. It’s just that te 
my legs are weak because of inactivity.” 
“T cuess I wasn’t very clever at covering an 
up for myself.” os 
Her voice had a new lift to it, I noticed. “a 
and it was as though she was now a com- nn 
i pletely different person. As I got out coffee is 
; cups and saucers, I knew that I, too, had ie 
You want her to grow up in a peaceful world. changed. Perhaps part of my reason for . 
Bonds are one way to help make sure. believing she could walk and wanting to oe 
prove it was pure jealousy and resentment. he 


but also. I knew that any woman will fight | - 


You Save More to retain her marriage, just as I had done. . 


And I was lucky. the way things had turn- me 
ed out. i 
ni 


> e 
h I carried coffee cups over to the table. : 
] ICY B : u 
t anh O wit Bob’s mother took hers from me, saying. a 


“The first thing I want you children to do 





a th 
| * is to get out of here!” For a moment. I | Re 
| thought the other coffee cup I was holding 

U. S. Sa V gs Bonds would go crashing to the floor. i 
“Mom!” Bob exclaimed unbelievingly. 
‘ Rapes an 
7 : , She chuckled. “That is right. I want me 
yu can save automatically with the Payroll Savings vile to gen ok it Re alk a 4 Wie 
Plan « You now get 334% interest at maturity « You your own. Young married people need to es 
st without risk under U.S. Government su hoo be alone, and you’ve never had that chance. | ig 
nial , ian guarantee e Well,” she added firmly, “you’re going to sh 
your money will never be lost or destroyed e You can have that chance now. I won't be needing a 
et your money, with interest, any time you want it« you any longer. I have too many things to uy 
; : ; do to be bothered with love-sick newly- th 

yu can buy Bonds where you work or bank « And oot 
| . ea 
emember, you save more than money. Bob and I glanced at each other. | ” 
could feel his eyes caressing me as his | th 
he ae . ss <:siNe hand squeezed mine tightly. m 
The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertising. Fy a, “Yes Mother,” I answered meekly. : 
The Treasury Department thanks The Advertising Council r “Bass as seen ob We een ok” : 
and this magazine for their patriotic donation. ese ame re eee — me 
__ Make it even sooner,” Bob whispere¢ fo 


huskily. THE END 
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Is Our Love Wrong 


(Continued from Page 13) 


especially her father, went into marriage 
thinking it merely an extension of the love 
game. She liked being kissed and hugged, 
the warm, pleasurable feelings of Tom’s 
embrace, and being told that he loved her. 
But the rest of it—! Well. if she had to, 
she had to. And when Tom tried to intro- 
duce a little variety into their lovemaking 
and to encourage her to be adventuresome 
and “live a little.’ Yvonne balked, like the 
child that she was, and left a baffled, un- 
happy husband who, because he loved her, 
sighed and resigned himself, for the time. 

Without question of doubt, these situa- 
tions describe a minority of couples. Al- 
though no specific survey has been made 
on this subject, undoubtedly the majority 
of married persons enjoy sex without the 
desire for the unusual on the part of either 
mate. 

The question is, in most instances, a mat- 
ter of degree. For those who know no limi- 
tations, their mates may be better off if a 
breakup occurs. For those who have a zest 
for living and a full appreciation for every 
aspect of life, they are most fortunate in- 
deed if their mates can meet and match 
their adventuresome spirits. or learn how 
to do so. 

If there is one “rule” or “standard” that 
could be given, perhaps it would be the 
one never to suffer in silence. Whether for 
love. or for whatever reason, to nobly keep 
your questions and confusions to yourself 
is archaic and reminiscent of the dark 
ages. Ask your mate! If there is anything 
that disturbs you, say it out, in the clear- 
est, simple words you can find! This may 
be the most difficult step, to properly ex- 
press yourself. But if you “can’t talk about 
it,” then you’re in trouble. If he or she is 
unable or unwilling to answer, to commu- 
nicate, to sit down and work out your mu- 
tual problems by talking about them in an 
adult manner, then he’s in trouble. and 
there may be a barrier between that can 
never be crossed. 

The emotional differences between men 
and women have been discussed so much 
and are so obvious, that it hardly seems 
necessary to mention them here. But they, 
too, of course, play a primary part in the 
sexual adjustment. The woman’s emphasis 
is inherently upon surrounding effects—if 
she is cared for, if she is attractive, etc., 
whereas the man’s emphasis is inherently 
upon the physical act. Lucky indeed are 
the couple who can not only complement 
each other, but extend, a bit, into the 
other’s realm—the woman who can become 
the animal her husband feels she is at the 
moment; the man who can show the tender- 
ness, caring and affection that his wife 
wants. It isn’t easy, but it is a thousand- 


THE END 


fold rewarding. 
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The most wonderful skin cream in 
America today—new Bleach and Glow 
leaves your skin shades lighter, clearer, 
smoother. Its fabulous G-Plus action 
gently lightens, brightens dark, 
shadowy skin from deep inside. 
Smooths, softens coarsened areas. 
Clears blemishes, blackheads, too! Use 
any time, vanishes instantly under 
make-up! Now in handy new plastic 
squeeze tube—fits perfectly into purse 
or make-up kit! 


» 
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MAIL NO-RISK COUPON NOW! 
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Long (iid, 


Now! Marvelous new Long-Aid guar- 
antees you longer-looking hair in just 
3 days! Magical “long-stay” action 
actually helps your hair hold its length 
twice as long as ordinary hair dressings! 
Protects hair from moisture, helps keep 
it from “going back!’ What’s more, 
Long-Aid is the only hair dressing that 
contains miracle K-7, to help kill cer- 
tain scalp bacteria, quickly help relieve 
itching irritation. And finally—new 
Long-Aid is rich in precious lanolin. 
Helps lubricate dry, thirsty scalp. 
Leaves hair so soft, lustrous, easy-to- 
manage! Don’t delay—try Long-Aid 
today! It’s truly America’s finest hair 
dressing! 


Lighter, fairer, lovelier skin 















LONG-AID, DEPT. 20-F 
P. O. BOX 2505, MEMPHIS, TENN. 


Please rush me Long-Aid and Bleach and Glow as checked 
below. Cash, check, or money order enclosed. 
SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY OFFER— 
LIMITED TIME ONLY! 

To introduce you to new Bleach and Glow in handy plastic 
tube! Get both Long-Aid and Bleach and Glow for total cost 
of $2.00, Including tax. You save 48c! 
0 Long-Aid with K7 and Bleach and Glow. Regular $2.48 

value—Both only $2.00 including tax. Save 48c! 
C) Long-Aid with K7. $1.10 including tax. 
(1 Bleach and Glow. $1.38 including tax. 
(No C.0.0.s outside continental United States. IMPORTANT! 
You save C.0.D. and postage charges by sending full amount 
with order. Then we pay all postage!) 


NAME — 








ADORESS 








ciTY 6! yee 





~] 


w ation 











More than one million 
Americans are living proof. 
Remember...your contribu- 
tions helped save many of 
these lives. Your continuing 
contributions are needed 
to help discover new cures 
and, ultimately, the preven- 
tion of cancer itself. 


Remember, too, if you delay 
seeing your physician, you 
drastically cut your chances 
of cure. Annual checkups 
are the best way of detect- 
ing cancer in time. 





Guard your family! 
Fight cancer witha 
checkup & a check 
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Cracker Barrel Foods 


(Continued from Page 49) 


Cracker Barrel Omelet 
Combine 6 eggs, 2 tbsps. cream, Y% tsp. 
salt, Ye tsp. pepper and 2 tsps. grated 
onion in a bowl; beat well. Heat 4%4 cup 
butter over low heat; blend with \4 tsp. 
paprika. Sprinkle 1 cup coarse cracker 
crumbs over bottom of skillet, cook slowly 
until browned. Pour egg mixture over 
crumbs; cook until firm around edges. 
With spatula, gently pull edge of omelet 
from sides of pan, tilting to let uncooked 
egg mixture flow into pan. When cooked, 
pour half of the lobster sauce over omelet. 
Fold omelet in half and roll onto a heated 
platter. Pour remaining sauce over omelet. 


Lobster Sauce 
Remove spiny pieces from 1 6%/-0z. can 
lobster meat. Melt 2 tbsps. butter in a 
saucepan; stir in 2 thsps. flour. Add 114 
cups milk gradually and Y. tsp. grated 
lemon rind, I tsp. grated onion, Y tsp. 
salt, 4% tsp. pepper and 1% tsp. dry mus- 
tard. Cook, stirring until smooth and 
thickened. Add lobster; serveavith omelet. 


Cheez-It Souffle 
Heat oven to 300°F. In a saucepan heat 
14% cups milk and 14 cup butter. Separate 
6 eggs. Stir VY cup finely crushed Cheez-It 
crackers, 1 tsp. salt and 1 tsp. grated onion 
into milk; cook, stirring until mixture 
thickens and starts to boil. Beat yolks. 
Pour a little of the milk mixture into the 
yolks, blend. Return yolks to remaining 
milk mixture in pan and cook slowly; stir 
until mixture comes to a boil. Remove 
from heat. Beat egg whites stiff but not 
dry. Fold milk mixture into egg whites. 
Fold in remaining % cup crumbs. Pour 
into ungreased 1%%-quart casserole. Bake 
I to 1% hours. Serve with chili sauce or 
cheese sauce. 


Almond Crunch Ring Mold 
Heat oven to 350°F. Grease a 1%%-quart 
ring mold. Fill mold with 3 cups coarsely 
crumbled Hi Ho crackers. Combine 4 
beaten eggs, 3 cups milk, 4 tsp. powdered 
garlic, 1 tsp. salt, 14 tsp. pepper, %4 cup 
chopped parsley and 1 cup chopped but- 
tered almonds; pour over crumbs. Set mold 
in pan of hot water; bake 1 hour. Cool 4 
minutes on a wire rack. Loosen mold from 
pan with knife and invert onto a serving 
plate. Serve with a creamed seafood a-la- 
king for filling. Garnish with parsley sprigs. 


Stuffed Eggplant Siciliana 
Heat oven to 400°F. Combine 2 cups 


coarsely crumbled Cheez-It crackers and 
one half of an 8-oz. can of spaghetti sauce 
with mushrooms. Blend to make stuffing. 
Peel and slice 1 medium-sized eggplant 
into 34-inch slices. Combine 2 tbsp. flour 
and \%4 tsp. salt. Heat Y% cup olive oil and 
1 clove minced garlic in large skillet. Dip 
eggplant in flour mixture, coating well on 
both sides. Saute slices, brown on both 
sides. Spread each slice on one side with 
cracker stuffing. “Thread” slices on skewer 
and press together. Place in shallow bak. 
ing pan. Pour on remaining sauce; bake 
30-40 minutes. 


Deep Dish Crispy Chicken Pie 
Heat oven to 375°F. Combine two 13-02. 
cans of chicken a-la-king, 1 tsp. W orcester- 
shire sauce and 1 tsp. parsley flakes in a 
deep dish pie pan. Blend 24 finely crushed 
Krispy crackers with 6 tbsp. melted butter 
and Y% tsp. thyme. Sprinkle crumb mixture 
over chicken a-la-king. Cut crust into pie- 
shaped wedges before baking. Bake 20-25 
minutes, or until mixture is bubbling hot 
and crust is lightly browned. Remove from 
oven; decorate with strips of pimiento. 


Day Ahead Cheese Fondue 
Spread 36 Hi Ho crackers lightly with 
1 tsp. prepared mustard. Alternate layers 
of crackers with slices of American cheese 
in a greased 2-qt. casserole. Use an 8-02. 
pkg. of cheese. Beat 4 egg yolks well and 
blend in 1 tbsp. flour, 2%4 cups milk, 34 
tsp. onion salt and Y& tsp. pepper. Beat 
4 egg whites stiff; fold into milk mixture 
and pour over crackers. Place in refrig- 
erator until ready to bake next day. Heat 
oven to 325°F.; set casserole in a larger 
pan of hot water. Place in oven for 1% 
hours or until lightly browned and firm 

to the touch. Serve at once. 


Crispy Lasagna 
Heat oven to 375°F, Arrange 16 Krispy 
saltine crackers in a single layer over the 
bottom of a shallow baking pan. Combine 
3 8-oz. cans spaghetti meat sauce, 2 tsps. 
grated onion and V4 tsp. oregano. Pour a 
third of this mixture over the layer of 
crackers. Top with pot cheese and slices 
of mozzarella cheese, using about 4 ozs. of 
each. Top with 16 crackers, another third 
of the meat sauce, and the remaining 4 0z. 
each of pot cheese and mozzarella. Cover 
with the last 16 crackers and remaining 
meat sauce. Sprinkle with parmesan cheese. 
Bake 30 minutes; serve with green salad, 
a vegetable and additional crackers. 
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Nkrumah, Prime Minister of 
Ghana, meets Vice Pres. Nixon 





Ernie Banks, most valuable 
player in majors, hits again 











Brainy teen, Lorna Lacen, injects 
hormones in mouse in science ex- 
periment. 
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Bob 


DING IN the doorway, I watched 
huddled, rain-coated figure skip 
tring of water puddles and disap- 
to the darkness beyond the lone 
street light. A gust of wind blew a 
f rain mist past the lamp post, and 
here in the murky black Louisiana 
veen the rows of shotgun houses, a 
croaked loud and persistently. A 
st of air sent me back out of the 


a miserable night, as dreary and 
as I felt deep down inside. All 
[ had known Bob—through grade 
ind Douglass High and after; 
dances and football rally bonfires 
fights—I had never before sent 
iy mad. More than that, this time 
never coming back. 
not sure then that I had ever really 


loved Bob. although there had been a time 


hool 


past when I was certain I couldn’t 
out him. Puppy love, I suppose 
uld call it. The sort of crush a girl 
on a teacher or even her father, 
hologists say. Only when I went to 
there weren’t any good looking male 
and, for most of my life, there 
no father. There had only been 
rood old solid, reliable Bob. 
: | grew older, there were doubts 
about my love for him. They 


the usual worries, I suppose. I had 


en out of the state. In fact. I had 





seldom been away from my hometown, a 
little place of about 40,000 people, except 
when I went to the big city to nursing 
school. There was so much of life I hadn’t 
seen, so much I hadn’t done. There must 
be more men to meet, more romances to 
have, more loves to conquer, I told myself. 
All I knew was Bob. How could I ever be 
sure I was in love with him? 

Whenever I mentioned the doubt in my 
mind, Mama would immediately tell me 
that I was beginning to act sensible. Now 
that I think of it. Mama had always guided 
me. She had always said things as frank 
and as stinging as possible, so that I would 
long remember her words. Mama had done 
more than guide me, she had dominated 
my life—subtly, shrewdly. almost unnotice- 
ably. She had done it, and I had let her. 

Mama didn’t like Bob. Mama didn’t like 
any man—any colored man. You would 
think it foolish for anybody born of a black 
mother and father to be prejudiced against 
their own kind; anybody who had lived all 
their life on that side of the tracks where 
you can’t tell the living quarters from the 
outhouse; who had cooked and swept in 
the white folks’ kitchen until they were 
wrinkled and gray; who had _ sweated 
nights over an ironing board to send a 
daughter to nursing school; who had eaten 
cornbread and greens year-in and year-out. 
You just wouldn’t think they would hate 
their own folk. 


He lived in the white one, 
TI lived in the black one, 


and never the two would meet 


But that’s just why Mama hated colored 
men. Because all her life, despite father, 
she had it hard. And her mother before 
her had it hard. 

“Lisa,” she used to tell me, “there ain’t 
nothin’ a colored man can do for you. Your 
daddy never had a nickel. All he knew 
to do was what the white folk told him to 
do. I had to get up and go to work every 
mornin’ before day just like him. And I 
mopped and scrubbed, and cooked and 
slaved, and stole food from my madam’s 
icebox to bring home to you. But all that 
good-for-nothin’ daddy of yours ever did 
was gamble and drink up his money and 
come home and want to fuss and fight. The 
day he died I had a load eased off my 
mind.” 

The day my father died had been when 
I was six years old. I don’t remember it 
very well, but he had been working up on 
a water tower when something gave way 
and he fell. He didn’t live but a couple of 
hours. His boss came around and told 
Mama about it, and for a while after that 
he sent us a big basket of groceries every 
week, then he quit. There hadn’t been any 
insurance money, of course. That’s another 
reason Mama hated Papa. 

Papa’s kinsfolk had to put together the 
money to bury him. 

“A white man treats his womenfolks 
right,’ Mama would say to me. “When he 
wants to eat, he gets him a cook. When his 
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house gets dirty. he has a colored woman 
clean it up. When he wants his clothes 
washed and ironed. he brings ’em to some 
poor ole colored woman whose husband is 
layin’ up drunk and don’t make enough to 
eat on. A white man don’t work his wom- 
enfolks to death.” 

Mama was bitter all right. real bitter. 

That’s why she was so happy when she 
found out about Cliff. At first I thought 
she would be angry, like a lot of mothers 
would have been. But I should have known 
from the way Mama felt—from the way 
she had always talked—that she would be 
glad that I had found a white man. 

Cliff wasn’t only white, he was well-to-do. 
Or at least, his family was. And he was 
young, handsome, and a little reckless. He 
must have been the kind of man that a lot 
of girls dream of. 

But he wasn’t the man of my dreams, for 
my dreams had never gone that far. Even 
when we met I never realized what was 
about to happen. I wasn’t thrilled or ex- 
cited or impressed, but rather a little bored 
and apprehensive. 

It happened at the hospital where I was 
working as a registered nurse. It was a 
fairly big place, mostly white with only 
one ward for colored patients. And the 
colored nurses always stayed in their ward. 
But on this particular Saturday night, 
things were busier than usual. We were 
in the midst of one of the South’s great 
polio epidemics, and it also seemed that 
night that everybody who had a gripe with 
his wife or met an enemy on the street 
picked that time to do something about it. 
There were fights, shootings and accidents. 
The hospital was overtaxed. 

The white doctors and nurses had their 
hands full and then some. But my ward 
had gotten a breathing spell, and when 
Cliff came in fresh from an automobile ac- 
cident with his arm all slashed up, they 
called for one of us to come and wash and 
get it ready for a doctor to look at. I went. 

It was a nasty cut. all right. It ran from 
Cliff's elbow up to the fleshy part near the 
shoulder and was bleeding like crazy. I 
had to work to stop the flow of blood. All 
the while, Cliff never showed any sign of 
pain. He just sat there on a little stool and 
managed a half-grin. It wasn’t the sort of 
look most men like him gave girls like me 
—girls who matched their white standards 
of beauty and figure but who were done up 
in brown. I had been leered at by men in 
the bus station and propositioned by 
drunks on the corner, but Cliff looked at 
me with appreciation. Appreciation for 
what he saw and appreciation for the fact 
that I was stopping him from bleeding to 
death. 

He tried to joke about his accident, too. 
Something about, “I sure made a mess of 
myself, didn’t I?” But I didn’t even look 
up at him. I hadn’t seen the look in his 
eyes then, and I only thought that he was 
trying to get chummy, trying to get a 
chance to get free with his good hand 
when I turned my back. Smile at them and 


they think you’ve given them the right to 
pat and pinch, I told myself. 

But Cliff kept talking. not about me, but 
about himself. How foolish he had been 
to take a dare that he couldn’t make that 
highway curve at seventy miles per hour 
in his new car. He was glad he hadn’t hurt 
his college buddies who were riding with 
him. He was the only one injured when 
the car had skidded and crashed into a 
tree, and he had almost managed to avoid 
the accident entirely. 

He talked quite honestly, and reminded 
me a little of Bob, who had volunteered for 
the armed forces and was then in Korea. 
Cliff was young and his wealthy parents 
had spoiled him, he admitted. He was a 
pretty nice boy. I decided. and at least he 
saw his faults. And a lot of white folk 
would have raised holy you-know-what at 
having a colored nurse work on them in a 
hospital. Oh. Cliff could have been real 
nasty. one way or the other, if he had 
wanted to, I began to realize. 

After I had finished and gone back to 
my ward, I thought about Cliff a lot. Yes, 
he was a lot like Bob. Only Cliff was white, 
and he probably was just being nice be- 
cause he was afraid, afraid that he was 
hurt and going to die. They’re all nice 
when they’re afraid. I told myself. 


T WAS two weeks later when I saw Cliff 

again. He was waiting in a car outside 
the rear hospital exit when I came out. It 
was nearly midnight, and the other girls 
on my shift had left a few minutes earlier 
while I sat talking with a favorite patient. 
When Cliff called to me as I came out, I 
was glad I was alone. I was also fearful 
of what he wanted and surprised that he 
knew my name. He hadn’t asked me that 
Saturday night. 

“Lisa,” he called to me, “come on. get in. 
I'll give you a lift home.” 

“No, thank you.” I said. 

“Tt’s crazy to walk when you can ride,” 
he insisted. 

“It’s crazy to take a chance when you 
can play safe,” I retorted. And then I was 
sorry I had said it. Now he knew what I 
was thinking. 

“How can you be taking a chance when 
you ride with an Eagle Scout. a former 


choir boy and a reformed man? I don’t 
drive seventy any more.” 
Maybe he had missed my point, I 


thought. It wasn’t his driving that I was 
worried about. Maybe he knew exactly 
what I meant but preferred to ignore it. 
He kept talking about the advantages of 
modern transportation over the old days 
and then he gave me the showroom sales- 
man’s talk on the features and conven- 
iences of his new sports car. All the while, 
I stood outside listening. 

When he had called me as I stepped out 
the door, he had been a white man and I 
had been a colored woman. Now, as he 
talked, he was once again the somewhat 
reckless college boy who had banged into 
a tree, realized he had been a fool, and 


Cliff just sat there 
looking at me with 
appreciation in his 
eyes; appreciation 
for what he saw and 
appreciation for the 
fact that I was 
stopping him from 


bleeding to death 





We pretended it was 
all very natural and 

acceptable. We never 
said, ‘Cliff is white 

and Lisa is colored.’ 
We never discussed 

his white world and 
my black one. We were 


only fooling ourselves 


said so. I was again the nurse who had 
listened. I got into the car. 

And Cliff drove me straight home—or 
almost. On the way he told me that he had 
casually asked my name from the white 
nurse in charge of the accident room. I 
was easy to talk to, he said, and there 
weren’t many people left in the world who 
could listen. Cliff said most of them had 
their own problems to talk about. 

He had a good sense of humor, and even 
when he talked seriously, he managed to 
put life and fun into the conversation. I 
soon found myself talking and laughing 
with him—and liking him. 

And then I realized where we were go- 
ing. We were driving to my home, that 
little four-room house built like all the 
other little four-room houses in the neigh- 
borhood. We were going to the other side 
of the tracks. Somewhere in the canyon 
between the brightness of his world and 
the darkness of mine, we had found a mo- 
ment’s gay, hopeless fun, but now I was al- 
most home, almost to the ramshackle filth 
that Cliff never dreamed existed, a place 
where he did not realize | had come from 
and was going back to. Had he realized it, 
he never would have been waiting for me. 

I was going home and I was ashamed. 

“Let me out at the corner,” I told him 
suddenly. 

“Is this where you live?” Cliff asked. 

“No.” 

“Then Ill drive you all the way,” he 
said. 

“T want to stop and see a friend,” I lied. 

Cliff stopped the car and Jet me out. I 
thanked him for the ride. said a hurried 
good night and walked away. After his car 
pulled off again I turned to watch him 
drive back to town. Go away, white man, 
I muttered to myself. You don’t belong 
here and I don’t belong with you. 

But Cliff came back again and again. He 
was attending college not far away, so he 
could drive home on weekends. Once a 
week there he was, faithfully parked out- 
side the hospital door. And I would always 
wait until I could walk out alone. I didn’t 
want anyone to see. I didn’t want anyone 
to suspect. 

It was funny the way it was happening. 
I took great pains to keep anyone from 
seeing me get into Cliff’s car. I always 
suggested that we drive a way that I felt 
would be untraveled and free from prying 
eyes, and I always got out before I got 
to the home I was ashamed of. I presumed 
that Cliff too, made some effort to keep our 
meetings as clandestine as possible. But 
we never spoke of these efforts to each 
other. We pretended it was all natural and 
acceptable. We never said Cliff is white 
and Lisa is colored. We didn’t discuss his 
white world and my black one. 

The fifth night that Cliff picked me up, 
we didn’t head home. Instead, he drove 
to a hilltop overlooking the town. It was 
one of the hundreds of “inspiration points” 
or “lovers’ leaps” near any place that has 





a high hill or a low mountain. The night 
was warm and beautiful and wonderful- 
smelling. I had changed from my white 
uniform to a street dress before leaving 
the hospital, and I felt that I wanted to 
be “taken out.” Where else was there for 
Cliff to take me but to a secluded spot? 

We parked and looked out at the neon 
lights over the town. I had never been 
high enough to see them all before. We 
didn’t talk, but Cliff left the radio on so 
we had music. Suddenly I was aware that 
Cliff was looking intently at me. Without 
a word he slid across the seat toward me. 
and I met him. His lips sought mine. 
rough and yet gentle; demanding yet ask- 
ing. And I was giving. Even this, our first 
kiss, was not brief. We clung to each other. 
and our brief oasis had become a world of 
multi-colored lights and rainbows and 
bursting skyrockets. 

Suddenly I pulled away from him. | 

“Cliff,” I gasped breathlessly, “this is 
foolish. It’s mad!” 

“Ts it, Lisa?” he asked. “Is it?” 

And then I knew for certain that it was 
there in his mind as well as mine. We 
were of a different skin in the land of the 
great white myth, and it wouldn’t work. 

“Cliff, let’s face it. We’ve got to be rea- 
sonable.” I was determined now to call a 
spade a spade. “This—This isn’t right.” 

“What makes it wrong?” Cliff demand- 
ed. 

“Don’t be a child,” I snapped. “Look at 
your hand on mine. They make a nice con- 
trast, don’t they? Snow white and nut 
brown. That’s what’s wrong, Cliff. Let’s 
admit it.” 

I was giving Cliff the benefit of the 
doubt now. I was presuming that what he 
felt for me was not tempestuous desire, but 
rather a sincere liking. Perhaps even love. 
If this were merely a passionate thing, he 
could not be persuaded by reason. 

“Lisa,” Cliff said, sounding shocked. 
“we've never even talked about it. For us 
that thing doesn’t exist. We like each 
other. We can’t be bound by this—this 
color situation.” 

It was hard for him to say it, even now. 
He made it sound as if he was afraid of 
becoming a traitor by coming right out 
and saying “you’re colored and I’m white 
but it doesn’t make any difference.” 

“Can’t we?” I asked. “Cliff, you and 
I were born and bred here in the heart 
of Dixie. It is as much a part of us as 
we are of it. There is a difference and we 
feel it deep down inside, each of us. Even 
if we didn’t, our lives are as prescribed 
and bound by tradition as the sea is by 
the land, as the earth is by the sky. We 
can’t change it.” 

“Love conquers all things,” Cliff said. 
And then he leaned over and kissed me 
again. It was a powerful point in favor of 
his argument. 

The next morning I told Mama about 
Cliff. I must have sounded a little starry- 
eved. Mama was enthusiastic. 
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“Now you gettin’ some sense, Lisa,” she 
told me. “Now you gettin’ smart. Hang 
on to that white boy and he can do things 
for you. He can fix it so you won't have 
to work all your born days. He can buy 
you nice things and send you off to visit 
your friends and your folks. That’s why 
I sent you away to be a nurse so you could 
get some education and learn how to be 
neat and clean. I figured one day to get 
you a job taking care of some rich white 
folks, and that maybe one of them would 
take to you. But you’re a fast worker, 
Honey. You done it already.” 

I wasn’t listening to Mama. I was throb- 
bing with a new excitement. It was an 
excitement that was to last several weeks 
with Cliff coming to town every weekend. 
We didn’t discuss race any more. We 
skipped it as we had done before. Cliff 
never offered to take me any place, because 
in our town we would not have been ac- 
cepted either in a white place or a colored 
one. I always pretended I just wanted to 
go for a drive, and he would say that suited 
him fine, or was just what he had in mind. 

And then word came that Bob was on 
his way home. It was not quite what you 
would call a bombshell, because an under- 
current of guilt had trembled through me 
all these weeks; guilt for not having writ- 
ten to him very often; guilt for the way he 
felt about me and the way I didn’t feel, or 
didn’t know I felt, about him. 

It was summer now, and Cliff was com- 
ing home to stay. He had completed his 
study in engineering and was going into 
business with his father. I didn’t know 
what Bob’s plans were, but I was glad I 
was finally going to find out. 

He wore his uniform the first night he 
came to the house. He was a little bigger 
and a little prouder, and was all decorated 
and handsome. He had been a fine combat 
soldier. I was proud of him too, and for 
a long while that night we laughed and 
talked, just like old times. But then I 
noticed an almost strange new seriousness 
about him, as if all we were doing and 
saying was but a prelude to something he 
wanted to say. Soon he began saying it. 

“Lisa, honey, I’ve been thinking a lot 
about the future, about yours and mine. 
Coming home I had a lot of time to think. 
With the GI schooling I’ve got coming and 
my savings, I can finish that last year of 
college and go on to medical school. I’ve 
always wanted to do it. I never said it be- 
fore but I guess I really got the idea when 
you went to nursing school. Lisa, we could 
be sort of a team, you and I; doctor and 
nurse, husband and wife. It might not be 
easy and it'll take a few more years, but, 
well, I guess I’m asking you to marry me.” 

That was the bombshell. I knew Bob 
was going to ask me to marry him some- 
time. I thought it might have been right 
after high school or before he went into 
the Army, but when he didn’t, I still knew 
he would some day And yet now I was 
just as unprepared for it as if the thought 
had never entered my mind. 


“Marry you, Bob? When?” I know that 
wasn’t the way I was supposed to answer, 
but that was what came out. 

“I’m selfish about it, Lisa,” Bob said. 
I want to marry you right away before 
some other guy comes along and _ plucks 
you off the vine. You're beautiful, honey. 
I’m lucky somebody hasn’t taken you be- 
fore now. Oh, I know you’d probably have 
to almost support us at first, and it isn’t 
fair. But I love you enough to sacrifice my 
pride to that point, if you love me enough 
to do it.” 

That was the sixty-four dollar question: 
did I love him enough. Did I? 

“Oh, Bob, I don’t know. I can’t answer 
a thing like this right way. I need time 
to think, I—I.” 

“Sure,” Bob said. “You need time.” 

I could tell, though, that he was a little 
disappointed that I hadn’t been able to 
give him an answer—the right answer— 
right away. 


OB WAS barely out of the house that 

night before Mama leaped on me. 

“T told you so, I told you so,” she 
shouted. “Didn't I tell you about colored 
men? Here that triflin’, good-for-nothin’ 
Bob wants you to work yourself to death 
makin’ a livin’ for him. ‘Just a little while,’ 
he says. Huh! Make it one week and 
you'll be makin’ it the rest of your life. 
Honey, you give that man the pig and he’s 
gonna want the hog!” 

I listened to Mama rant and rave a long 
time that night. About the only time I 
interrupted her was when she made a per- 
sonal remark about Bob, like him being 
“trifling” and “good-for-nothing.” I didn’t 
think she should say those things and I 
told her so. 

But Mama was saying some things that 
It would be five 
more years before Bob would be able to 


seemed to make sense. 


make any money, even if he was lucky 
and could get through med school. In five 
more years I would be twenty-seven. That 
meant I couldn’t hope for things like a 
home and kids and a car and money in the 
bank until I was thirty. Thirty, to a wom- 
an, seems like an awfully old age. And 
there was Cliff. ready and willing to start 
throwing things at my feet. What things 
and where my feet would be at the time, 
I didn’t ask and Mama didn’t say. but she 
assured me I could soon see. 

“Take Roberta Johnson, livin’ up there 
in that big fine house with all that fine 
furniture. She ain’t never hit a tap since 
she was twenty-one, and that was twenty- 
one years ago. Everybody say ‘How Ro- 
berta live like that? Don’t never want for 
nothin’ and wears her furs.’ I know how. 
Ole Sam Tucker, one of the best white 
men that ever lived, he done it for her.” 

Mama didn’t say it, and I didn’t think 
about it at the time, but Roberta was living 
in that fine house with all that rich stuff 
all alone. She didn’t have a husband, and 
she didn’t have too many friends. 


Bob offered me a 
wedding ring and 
years of scuffling 
ahead: Cliff was 
promising the moon, 
here and now. And 
there was Mama, 
trying to tell me 


how to run my life 
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In a moment I was 


in his arms, and he 


was raining passionate 


searching kisses on 


me, his caresses 


intent, demanding, 


asking the questions 


my heart was so 


ready to answer 


When Bob came the next night, it was 
raining heavily and the weather had grown 
unseasonably cold. It was like a forebod- 
ing symbol, and I trembled both with chill 
and fear. 

Bob, of course. was pressing me for an 
answer, and Mama. of course, was listening 
in the next room to every word. I could 
almost hear her saying. “Give him his hat, 
Lisa. and tell him to close the door quietly 
when he leaves.” 

And trying to tell Bob I wasn’t going to 
marry him wasn’t easy. I fumbled for the 
right words. found them. and then let them 
go, afraid to say them. I hedged and stut- 
tered and said things like. “I’m not sure it 
would work the way you’ve planned it,” 
and “Maybe I wouldn’t make such a good 
wife.” 

But no matter how many ways I tried to 
say “no,” I ecouldn’t quite do it. At least, 
not point blank. I only succeeded in mak- 
ing Bob angry. 

“You know how it is,” [ was trying to 
say. That was silly. I didn’t even know 
what it meant, how could Bob? 

“Sure. Lisa, I know how it is.” 

“I don’t think I’ve explained it very 
well,” I said. “Maybe I should have tried 
to put it all down on paper. Maybe my 
own thoughts would have been clearer.” 

“Yeah.” said Bob. getting his hat and 
coat. “You can write me a note.” 

And then he was gone. My heart never 
felt heavier than when I stood in the door- 
way watching him walk through the rain. I 
had hurt him and I was sorry, for I knew 
that even his anger was not aimed at me, 
but instead at himself. He must have been 
blaming himself for expecting me to ac- 
cept his marriage terms. He was like that. 


WAS DETERMINED now that this 

thing -must move quickly, that it could 
not lag with me feeling this way. Cliff was 
coming home in two days for good. We 
could make our plans. And I did what Bob 
had sarcastically suggested. I wrote him a 
letter that very night. telling of all the 
fears and doubts in my mind, and asking 
him to please understand my decision. I 
wished him the best of luck. It was sort of 
what you would call a “delayed Dear 
John.” It was the definite “no.” The next 
day. I dropped the letter in the mail. 

Cliff was there when I got off from work 
the following night, and we drove to our 
favorite little spot on the hill. I was quiet 
most of the way. Cliff noticed it. 

“What’s the matter Lisa,” he 
“aren't you glad I’m home to stay?” 

“Sure I am, Cliff,” I said. 

“Good,” he said, “then let’s act like it.” 

Cliff slid across to me and in a moment 


asked, 


I was in his arms, and he was raining pas- 
sionate, searching kisses on me. His caress- 
ing was more intent, more demanding than 
ever before. I squirmed away. 

“Cliff,” I asked, “where do we go from 
here?” 

“Don’t tell me you’re worrying again,” 
Cliff said, grabbing me once more. 


“Haven't you been thinking about it?” 
I asked. 

“Sure,” Cliff said. “I’m going to work 
for dad. I'll make plenty of money and we 
can see each other any night we want.” 

“Ts that what it’ll be, Cliff? A lifetime 
of slipping around up back alleys and to 
hideaways? Sneaking out of town? What 
about marriage and a home and children?” 

“Those things might have to wait, baby,” 
Cliff said. “Maybe, maybe we'll have to 
lead separate lives on that score. But we 
can’t let conformity and custom stand in 
the way of true love—not our kind of love.” 

“Oh can’t we?” I snapped, jerking free 
from him. “And just what do you think 
you’re doing if you’re not bowing to cus- 
tom, Southern custom? You want to have 
your wife and your home and your self- 
respect and family’s blessing all the same 
time. You want your friends—your white 
friends. And still you want me. too. Me, 
your brown-skinned mistress to take your 
love when it’s convenient for you to give it. 
Me, your black beauty who sleeps with you 
and raises your illegitimate children. No 
thank you, mister. I think this is where I 
came in, and if you don’t mind, this is 
where [ll bow out. Take me home please.” 

The tone in my voice and the fire in my 
eyes must have convinced him. Cliff drove 
me home without saying a word. When I 
got out at my customary corner, all we said 
to each other was “Goodnight.” 

I rushed the rest of the way home almost 
in tears. Cliff wanted to share only his 
other life. only his sordid existence. And 
Bob, dear Bob, had wanted me to share 
everything: the heartaches, the good times, 
the bad: the struggle and success. 

When I got home I really did cry. and 
for the first time, on Mama’s shoulder. I 
told her what I had done and why I had 
done it. I didn’t want Cliff, I told her, even 
if I could have him my way. Bob was what 
I wanted. He was what I had always 
dreamed I wanted. He was my kind of guy. 
I was sorry for Mama, I told her, but I 
couldn’t let her dominate my life any more. 

“Lisa, honey.” Mama said, patting me 
on the back, “I guess I’m just a silly old 
woman. All the things I told you, I said 
them because I wanted the best for you. I 
didn’t want you to be a mean, ignorant, 
poor old woman like me. I wanted you to 
have the best. I wanted you to be happy.” 

“Tt’s all right, Mama. I guess happiness 
and love are things that can’t be bought or 
substituted for with money. You never 
really loved Papa anyway, so everything 
that happened you blamed on him. I loved 
Bob, but I’ve lost him.” 

Mama said, “that letter you 
mailed, it came back. You forgot to put a 
stamp on it. It’s in your room.” 

I ran and tore the letter to pieces, then 
began writing a new one: 

“Dearest, darling Bob. I love you with 
all my heart. I know that now, and I want 
to become your wife, whenever you want 
me 


“Tsou,” 


THE END 
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